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midsommer nights 

dreame. 

Enter Thefeus,Hippofita, with other/* 



Owfaire Hippolitt, our nuptiallhowet 
Draws on apafe : fower happy daies b rin §’ 

An other Moonet but oh,me thinks, how flow 
This old Moone waucs'She lingers my de .ires. 



1 





Like to a Stepdame, or a dowager, 

Now benc in heauen, (Kail bcholde the night 

Of ourfolemnities. 

T^.Goe Pbiloftrate , 

Turne melancholy foorth tofunerals: 

The pale companionis not for our pomp. 
ffyppolita , I woo’d thee with my fvyord. 

And wonne thy louc, doingthee imutics. 

■RnrTwillwedthecinanotheikcy, 

and Helena ^Demetrius. 

■p n . Naonv be Theftut y out renowned duke. 
f£'ThSgood E^w.Whamht n««a Wtth *«• 
*Fullofvexation,cmne I , with complaint 
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j\ MiaistTimernightes dream?. 

Agaiort my cniUlc, vny daughter Hernia , 

Stand forth Demetrius, 

My noble Lor d* 

This man hath my content to marry hcr # 

St and forth htfandcr. 

And my gracious 6 like. 

This man hath bewitch* the bolbme of my childs* 
Thoujthou Lyfander^ thou haft giuenher rimes* 

And interchang’d loue tokens with rny childe: 

Thou haft* by moone-light*at her windowe fung, 
With faining voice, verfes of faming loue. 

And ftolne the impreffion of her phantafie: 

With bracelctsof thy haire,rings*gawdes* conceited 
Knackes, trifles* noicgaies/weece meatesf' meflengers 
Of ftrong preuailement in vnhardened youth J 
With cunning haft thou filcht my daughters heart, 
Turnd her obedienee(which isductomeej 
To ftubborne harfhnefte . And, my gratious Duke 5 
Beit lo, fhe will not here, before your Grace, 5 

Confent to marry with Demetrius , 

I beg the auncient priuiledge of Athens: 

As Ihe is mine, Imaydifpofe of her: 

Which fhall be 3 either to this gentleman. 

Or to her de.athjaccordingtoourlawe* 
lmmeaiady prouided*inchatcate* 

Th<?i What fay you* HermialRp aduif d* fa ire maid* 
Toyou,yourfather ftiould be as arGod: 

One that compote! your beauties : yea an d one* 

To who me you are but as a forme in wax* 

By him imprinted, and within his power. 

To leauc the figure, or disfigureit: 

De&etrius is a worthy gentleman* 

ner^SoisLrfavder. T^Jnhimfelfeheis: 
Butin tniskinde , wanting your fathers voice 
Theothcrmuflbehdd theworthicr. ’ 







A Midfommer nightes dreame. 

Her, I would my father lookt but with my eyes. 

77*?.Ratberyoureyesmufl, with his iudgemenc, look?, 

Her. I doeincreatyqur grace, to pardon raee. 

Ikno w not by what power, 1 am made bould; 

Nor how it may concerne my modetty. 

In fu<;h a prefence, hereto plead my thoughts: 

But I befeech your Grace, that I may knowe 
Tlie worft that may befall mee in this cafe. 

If I refufe to wed Demetrius. 

The. Either tody the death, ortoabiure. 

For euer, the fociety of men. 

Therefore, fairc Herw/a,quetVionyour de fires, 

Knowe ofyour youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether(ifyou yeeldc not to your fathers choyce) 

You can endure the liuery of a Nunne, 

For aye to be in flbady cloy fter, mew’d 
To Hue a barraine fitter all your life, 

Chaunting faint hymncs,to the colde frhiclefle Moone. 
Thrife blcficd they, that matter fo there bloode. 

To vndergoe fuchmaiden pilgrimage: 

But eafthlyer happy is the rofc diftiid. 

Then that, which, withering on the virgin thorn?, 
Growe$,liues,and dies, in fingle blefledneffe. 

Her, So willIgrowc,foliue,fodlemy Lord, 

Ere I will yield my virgin Patent, vp 
Vnto his Lordihippe, whofe vnwiflhedyoake 
My foulc confents not to giue fouerainty. 

The. Taketimetopawfe,and by the nextneWCBJOonej 
The lealing day,betwixt my loue and mee. 

For euerlafling bond offellowfhippe, 

Vpon that day either prepare to dye. 

For diiobedience to your fathers will. 

Or elfc to wed Demetrius ^ as he would. 

Or on Dietnaer altar to proteft. 

For ayc.autteritie and fingle life. 

' A3 'Ikm?* 



/v miuiouuucx mguics uicarne* 

<j)eme. Relent, fwcete Hernia, and, Lyfander^zztd 
Tb v crazed title to my certaine right* 

Lyf. You haue herfathersloue, Demetrittii 
L et me haue Hernias : doe you marry him, 

tr, m% Scornefull Lanier, true, he hath my loue: 
And what is mine, my loue (hall render him » 

And fheis mine, and all my rightof her 
J doe edate vnto Demetrius , 

Lyfand, I am my Lord, as well deriu’d as hce, 

As well poffeft : my loue is more than his: 

My fortunes euety way as fairely rankt 
( If not with vantagejas Demetrius : 

And(which is more then all theft boaftes can be} 

I am belou’d ofbeautious Hermta. 

Why fhould notl then profecute my right? 
Demetrius ,lle auouch it to his heade, 

Madeloue to Nedars daughter ,Helena, 

And won her foule i and £he^fwcece Ladiejdoces* 
Deuoutly dotes, dotes inldolatry, 

Vpon this (ported and inccndant man. ^ 
t be, 1 mud confefle, that I haue heard fomuchj 
And, with Demetrius, thought to haue fpok,e thereon 
But, being ouer full offelfe affaires. 

My minde dMooicKBut Demetrius came. 

And com c Egeus,y o u fhallgoe with mce: 

1 haue fome priuate fchoolingforyou both. 

For you,faire Hermta, looke you arme your felft, 
Tofit yourfancies, to your fathers will; s 

Or elfc,the Law of Athens yeeldsy ourp 
(Which by no meanes we may extenuate) 

To death,orto a vowe offinglelifen 
Gome my Hyfpelita : what chcare my loue? 
Demetrius and Egeu, goc along: 

I mud employ you in fome bunnefle, 

Againft our nuptiall,and conferrc with you 



AMidfommer nightss dreanie. 

v/N f fome thing, nerely that concernes your ftlucs. 

Die. With ducty and defire,we follow you, SxettnU 

Ly/W.How nowmy loue? Why isyourcheeke fo pa e. 

how chance the rofts there doe fade fo fad. 

Her Belike, for want of raine : which I could well 
Beteeme them, from the temped of my eyes. 

Lif. high me .-for aught thatl could eucrreade. 

Could euer here by tale or hidory. 

The courfe oftruc loue neuer did runnelmoothe. 

But either it was different in Woudj 

Her. O croffe/too high to be inthrald to loue. 

Lif Or elfe mi (grafted, in refpeft ofyeares; 

Her, O fpight/too olde to be ingag’d toyoung, 

Ll r or elfe, it doode vpon the choyce of friends; 

Her, O hell,to choofe loue by anotherseyes! 

Lyf Or. if there were a fy mpathy in choyce, 

Warre, death or frekneffe, did lay liege to it; 

Making it momeniany,as a found; 

Swift,as a (hadowe; {hort,asanydreame; 

Briefe,astheligbtningin the colhedmght, 

Thatfin a fpleene)vnfolds both hcauen and earths 
And^ere a man hath power to fay* ocholdc. 

The iawes of d arkenefle do deuoure ievp: 

So quicke bright things come to confufion. 

Her. Iff hen true louers haue bin euer crolt, 
it dands as an edi<d, in dediny : 

Then let vs teach our triad patiences 
Becaufe it is a cudomary crofft, 

as dewe to loue, as thoughts, and dreames,and lights, 

Wifhes; and teares; poorc Fancies followers. 

Lyf. a goodperfwafion .-thereforeheare m te,Herma, 
Ihauea widowe aunt ,a dowager. 

Of great reuenew, and Ihe hath no childes 
From Athetun her houfc remote, fcauen leagues? 

And die refpc&es mce, as her only tonne: YhctCg 

A 4 — - ^ 
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* AMidfbmmernightcsdreame, 

There,gentle Hernia , may I marry thee: 

And to that place, the ftiarpc Athenian law 
Gan notpurfue vs. If thouloueft mee, then 
Steale forth thy fathershoufc, to morrow night: 

And in the wood, a league without the towns 
(Where I did meete thee once with Helena 
To do obferuancc to a morhe of May) 

There will I flay for thee. 

ner.My good Lyfander, 

1 fweare to thee, by Cuftdsfi rongeft bowe. 

By bisbeftarrowe, with the golden heade. 

By the fimplicitie of H tnus doues. 

By that which knitteth foules, and profpersloues. 

And by that fire^which burnd the Carthage queene. 
When the fa! fe Troian vnder faile was feepc. 

By all the vowesthatcuer men haue broke, 

(In number more then cuer women fpokc) 

Inthat fame place thou haft appointed mee. 

To morrow truely will I meete with thee, 

Lyf Kcepe prom ifcloue:Iooke,h ere comes Helena, 
£#/«rHelena, 

Her, ®od fpeedefaire Helena : whither away? 
v Hel. Cally'oumeefaire?Thatfaireagainevnfay. 
Demetrmlouesyauv faire : ohappy faire/ 

Your eyes areloadftarres, and your ton guesfweete aire 
More tunable then larkc,to fhcepeheardseare. 

When wheat is greene, when hauthornebuddes appeare, 
Sicknefle is catching : 0,wcre fauotir fo. 

Your words 1 catch j faire Hernia, ere I goc. 

My care ffiould catch your Voiee,my eye,your eye, 

My tongue {houlci-catch.your tongues fweete melody, 
W ere the world m me, ‘lie m e t rites being bated. 

The reft ile giue to. be to you tranflated, 

O, teach race how you looke, and with what Art, 

You fvvay chemodqn otDemctriicsheeLn, 



. 



AMidfommer nightes dreame. 

Her. I frowne vpon himjyet hee loucs race ftill. 

Hel.O that your frowns would teach my fmiles fuch skil. 
Her.l giue him curfes;yethe giues mee loue. 

Hel. O that my prayers could luch afifefhon mooue. 
Her. The more 1 hatc.the more he followes mee . 

Hel. The moreIloue,the raorehchateth mee. 

Her, His fo 1 ly , Helena 1 i s no fault of mine. 

Hel. None but your beauty ;would that fault were mine. 
Taker om fort s he no" more fhall fee my face; 
Lyfander and my felfe will fly this place. 

Before the time I did Li fancier fee. 

Seem’d y*/&«w-asaParadifetomee. 

O then,what graces in my loue dooe. dwell, 

Thathee hath turnd aheauen vntoahell.' 

Lyf Helenjtoyou our mindes wee will vnfould; 

To morrow night, when 'Thoebe doth beholdc 
Her filuer vifage,in the watry glafle , 

Decking, with liquid peatle, the bladed grafle 
fA time.that louers flights doth ftill concealc) 

Through Athene gates, haue wee deuif’d to fteale. 

Her An din the wood, where often you and I, 

Fpon faint Primrofebeddes, were wont to lye. 
Emptying our bofomes,of their counfell fweld. 

There mv Lyfander, and my felfe fhall meete, 
Andthchce,ffom Athens, turne away our eyes, 
f o fecke new friends and ftrange companions, 
Earewelljfwecte playfellow : pray thou forts; 

And good lucke graunt thee thy Demetrius. 

Keepe word Lyfander'. we muft ftarue our fight. 

From louers foode,till morrow deepe midnight. 

Exi/Hermia. 

Lyf.l will my Hermia, Helena adieu; _ 

A* you on \\\m, Demetrius dote on you. Exit Lylandcr. 

Hele. How happie fome,ore otherfome, caabe.' 
Through Athens, l am thought as faire asftice* 











A Midfommer nightes dreamc. 

But what ofthat?Dm*/rmthinkes " 0t [ o; 

He will not knowe,what all, but hee doe know. 

And as hee erres, doting on Hernias eye*; 

So I.admiring of his qualities . 

Things bafe and vile, holding no quantise, 

Loue can tranfpofe to forme and d'gnine, 

Loue lookes not with the eyes, but with the minde. 

And therefore is wingd Cupid painted bhnde. 

• Nor hath ioucs minde of any indgementtalte: 

Wings, and no eyes,figure,vnheedy hafte. 

And therefore is loue faid to bee a childe; 
Becaufe,inchoyce,he is fo oft beguil’d. 

As wag gifh boyes,in game, themlelucs forfwcarc J 
So, the Boy,Loue ,is periur’d euery where. 

For, ere Demetrius lookt on Hermias ey en, 

Hee hayld downeothes,that he was onely mine* 

And wbenthis haile fome heate, from Hermtp tele. 

So he diflolued, and Cho wrs of oathes did melt, 

I will goe tell him of faire Hermias flight: 

Then, to the wodde,will he ,to morrow night, _ ^ 
Purfueher: and for this intelligence. 

If I haue thankes,it is a deare expenfe; 

But herein meane I to enrich my paine. 

To haue his fight thither,and back againc, 

Enter Quince/ Ac carpenter,andSaugge,tbe {oyuepand 
Bottom, the Weauer\ and Flute, the BcIIovpcs mgnder , i (j‘ 
Snout, the Tinker ;and Starueling the Tayler* 

Quin. Is all our company heere? 

Tot. You were beft to call them generally, man by 
man, according to the ferippe. , 

<2«/«.Here is the fcrowle of euery mans nsme, which is 
thought fit,through al/4iAe»r,toplay in our Enterlude, be- 
fore the Duke, 5c the Dutches, on hiswedding day at nighc. 
Bott, Fir ft good TeeterQuincefay what the Play treats on; 
then read the names of the A6bors:&fo grow to a point, 

OuifS. 



Exit. 



A Midfommer nightes dreamc. 
f?«i».Mary,our Play is the moft lamentable comedy, 
andmofl cruel! death ot Tyrant ta and Ihijhy, 

Tot, A very good peece of worke,! afliire you, & a mer- 
ry .Now good Teeter Quince, call forth your A6tors,by the 

fcrowle.Maflers,fpieade your felucs . 

Quin. Anfwere,as I call you.NtckBoitonLt, the Weauer. 
Tott. Readic •' N ame what pat 1 1 am for, andproceedc. 
Quin^owJSIickBsttom are fet do wne for 7 , ;r«sw«#. 

Tott- What is Pyramtu? a louer, ot a tyrant? 

Outn. A louer that kils himfelfe, mod gallant, for loue. 
Batt. That will afke fome tearesin the true performing 
ofit. If I doeit,let the Audience looketo their cyes:I wil 
mooue ft ormes ; I will condole,in fome meafure. To the 
jeft yet, my chiefe humour is for a tyrant. I could play tr- 
eks rarely, or a part to teare a Cat in , to make ail lplitthe 
raoingrocks : and fhiuering (hocks, {hallbreake the locks 
ofprifon gates, and Phibbus carte fhallfhinc from farre, 
and make & marre the foolifli FatesThis was loftie.Now, 

namethereft ofthe Players. This is £rc/«vaine,a tyrants 

yaine : A louer is more condoling. 

Quin. Francis Fluteyihe Bello wes mender? 

Flit. Here Teeter Quince. 

Quin. Flute, you muft take Thifbjy on y ou. 

Fla. What is Thifby? A wandring knight? . 

^«w.Itis the Lady,thatP/r«w«< muft loue.^ (ming. 
F/-Nay faith:let%t me play a woma;I haue abeard co- 
Qutn. Thats allonesyou fhallplay itinaMafkejandyou 
may fpeake as fmall as you will. 

Tott. And I may hide my face, let me play Thifby to = He 
fpeake in a monftrous little voice; Thifne 3 ThiJh e 3 ah Py~ 
ramus ,my louer dcare,thy deare, &Lady deare. 

<2*,No,no.you muft play Pyramus :& Flute 3 youThyfbjt‘ 
2?«>f,Well,proceede. Qui.%pfanSMrueli»£ } theTto\,ct! 
Star. H ere Pee ter Quince. 

Quin. Rabin Swue/ing, youmuft play Thyfiyet mother* 








AMiai^niernigTitcs^feame. 

TomSnowte , the Tinker? 

Sfiorvt, Here Peter Quince , 

Quin. You, Pjramtu father} my (dfe^Thif lies father. 
Snuggest Ioyncr,you the Lyons pare : And I hope here 
isaPiay fitted, 

5 tfBg,H 3 ueyou the Lyonspart written.? Prayyou , ifit 
bee,giueit meetforl arafloweofftudie. 

Quin. Youmay doe it , extemp ere: for it isnothing but 
roaring. 

Bott. Letmeeplay the Lyo.nto.Iwillroare, thatl will 
doe any mans heart good to heare tnce, I wilt roare, that 
I will make the Duke fay} Let him roare againe } let him 
roare againe* 

Quin. And you fhould do it too terribly, you would fright 
theDutchefle,andthe Ladies, that they would fhrikerand 
that were inough to hang vs all, 

^//.That would hang vs, euery mothers lonne. 

Bat. I grant you, friends, ifyou fiiould fright the Ladies 
out of their wits, they would haue no more difcretion,feut 
to hang vs{ but 1 will aggrauate my voice fo , thatlwil 
roareyou as gently,as any fucking doueil will roare you, 
and’twere any Nightingale. 

Quin . Y ou can play no part but Ptramut t for Piramut Is a 
fweete fac’t man} .a proper man as onefhall fee in a fom- 
mersday}a mod louely gentlemanlike man .‘therefore 
you mud needcs play c Piramnu 
Bot^ Well.-I will vndertakc it. What beard were 1 beft 
to play it in? 

Quirt. Why?what you will. 

Bot.l wil difeharge it, in either your ftraw colour beard,' 
your Orange tawnic bearde, your purple in graine beard, 
oryourfrench crowne colour beard, your perfit yellow, 
<2*«»,Some of your french crownes haue no hair< at all* 
1 and then you will’ play bare fac’t . But maiflers here are 
yourparts,andIam to intreat you, requefi you,and defire 

you 
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A Midibmmer nightes efreame, 

you, to con them by to morrow night ; and meetc mee in 
the palace wood, a mile without the townc, by Moonc— 
light; there willwec rehcarfc .-for if wee rneete in the city, 
wee final be dogd with company, and our deuifes known. 
In the meane time,I will draw a bill of properties, fuch as 
our play wants. I pray you faile me not, 

2 fo Wee will mecte,& there we may rehearfe mod ob» 
fccnely.and coragiouflv. Take paines, bee perfit : adieu. 
i^rw.Atthe Dukes oke wee mecte. 
Fc^Enough;holde,or cut bowftrings. Exeunt, 

Enter a Fairie at one doore,and Robin goodicllow 
At another. 

^e&».Hownowfpirit, whither wander you? 
F<j.Ouerhill,ouer dale, thorough bufti,thorougbbrier, 
Ouerparke,ouer pale, thorough flood,thorough fire: 

I do wander euery wherc}fwifter than the Moonsfphere: 
And I ferue the Fairy Queene, to dew her orbs vpon the 
ThecowflippestallhcrPenfioners bee, (greene, 

In their gold coats/pottcsyou fee: 

Thole be RubiesjFairiefauouts; *? 

In thofe freckles, liuetheirfauours, 

I muft goc feeke lome devy droppes here, < 

And hang a pearie in euery couflippeseare. 

Farewell thou Lobbe offpirits;Ile be gon. 

Our Queene, and all her Elues come here anon. 

Rob.The king doth keepe his Reuels here to night. 

Take hcede the Queene come not within his fight. 

For Oberon is palling fell and wrath-’ 

Bccaufe that lhe,as her attendant, hath 
A louely boy ftollen,from an Indian king: 

She neuer had fo fweete a changeling. 

And iealous Oberon would haue the childe, ^ • 

Knight of his traine, to trace the fot re fts w ilde » 

Butlhee,perfbrce,withhouldstheloucdboy, _ 

Crownes him with flowers, and makes him all herioy. 

Bj And 




A Midfommernightes dreamc. 

And newjthey neuer meetein groue.or grecnc, 

Bv fountainc cleare,or fpangled ftarlight ftieene. 

But they doe fquare,that all their tlucs , forfeare, 
Creepetntoacorne cups,and hide them there. 

^Either I miftake your fhapc,and making,quu 9 
Or dsyou are chat (hrewde and knauilh fpm* 

Call’d Robin gaodfetlow . Are not y ou hee, 

That frights the maidens ot the Villagerce, 

Skim milke.andfometimeslabour in the querne, 

And bootlefle make the brcathleffehufwitecherne, 
Andfometime makethe drinke tobeare no barme, 

Mifleleadnightvvanderersdaughjng at their l^rme. 

Th ole. that Hobgoblin call you,andfwectePuck, 

You doe their worke, and they ftiall haue good luck. 

^SCi^akeft aright : ;I am that merry wanderer of 
I ieaft to Oberonflnd make him fmile, . (the ruga -* 

WhenI a fat and beane-fedhotfcbeguilei 
Neyghing.in hkeneffe of a fillv foie. 

And Tometime lurke I in a goflippesbole. 

In very likeneffe of a rolled crabbe. 

And when fhe drinkes,againft her lips Ibob, 

And on her withered dewlop,poure the ale. 

The wifeft Aunt,tclling the faddelt tale, 

Sometime/or three foOteftoole,miftakethmee. 

Then flippel from her bumme,downe topples me. 

And tailour cry es ,and falles into acofte; , )ff 

And then the whole Quire houldtbeirhippe*,and Ioffe, 

And waxen in their myrth.andneeze, and Iweare 
a merrier ho wer was neuer watted there* 

But roome F aery: here comes Oberou. 

Fa, And here, my miftrefle.Would that he were goru 
Enter the King of Fairies, at onedoorepitb his traine^ 
and the Queene,at axot her , with hers . 

Ob, 111 met by moonelight, proud Tetania, ^ 



• oft 



A Midfommernightes dreams 

^’w.WhatjTealousO^^Fairyttcippehcnce. 

I ha uc forfworne his bedde,and company, 

0 £. Tarry ,rafh wanton. Am not I thy Lord? 

Qw.Then I mutt be thy Lady: burl know 
When thou haft fiollen away from Fairyland, 

And in the fhape of Corin, fat all day, 

Playing on pipes of come, and verfing loue, 

T o amorous PhillidafN hy art thou here 
Come from the fartheft tteppe of India? 

But that ,forlooth, the bounfwg Amazon, 
Yourbulkiodmiftreffe, and your warriour loue. 

To Thefeas mud be wedded ; and you come. 

To giue their bedde, ioy and profperitie. 

Ob, How canft thou thus,for fliame,7)M#/*, 

Glaunce at my credit, with Hippolita ? 

Knowing,! know thy loue to 7 he fens, 

Didft not thou lead him through the glimmering night. 
From Perigeniai whom he rauilhed? 

And make him,withfaire Eagles, breake his faith 
With Ariadne, and Antiofa? 

Quee.TheCe are the forgeries of iealoufie: 

And neuer, fince the middle Sommers Ipring, 

Met we on hiU,in dale,forreft,or mcade. 

By paued fountainc, or by rulhie brooke. 

Or in thebeachedmargcntoftheSea, 

To daunce our ringlets to the whittling winde. 

But with thy brawles thou haft difturbd our lporr« 
Therefore the windes,py ping to vs in vaine, 
Asinreuenge,hauefuckt vp,from the Sea, 

Contagious fogges : which, falling in the land. 

Hath euery pelting riuer made fo proude. 

That they haue oisetborne their Continents, 

The Oxe hath therefore ftretchc hisyoakein vaine. 

The Ploughman loft his {wear, and the greenecorne 
Hath rotted, ete his youthattaindca beardc: 

*>; " ' B 4 The 
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The fold ftandsempty.in the drowned field, . 

And crowes arc fatted with the murrion nockc* 

The nine mensMorrisis fild vp with mudde : 

And the queint Mazes, in the wanton grcene, 

Forlackeoftread,arcvndifttnguifhable. 

The humane mortals want their winter heere. 

No nfohc is now with hy mne or carrollbieft. 

Therefore the Moontf the gouernefie of floods) 

Pale in her anger,yvafties all the airc; 

That Riieumatickc difeafes doe abound. 

And,thorough this diftemperature,wee fee 
The feafons alter .-hoary headed frofts 
Fall in the frefh lappe ofthe Cry tn fori role. 

And on old Hymsc hinne and Icy crowne. 

An odorous Chaplet of fwcete Sommer. buddes 
Is, as in mockery, fet.The Spring, the Sommer, 

The childing Autumne,angry Winter change 
Their wonted Liueries : and the mazed worlde. 

By their increale,no w knowes not which is which? 

And this fame progeny of euils. 

Comes from our debate, from our diflcndon? 

We are their Parents and originall. 

Oberon. Doe you amend it then? it lyes in you. 

Why fhould Tttania erode her Oberon ? 

I doe but begge a little Changeling boy* 

To be my Henchman, 

Queene. Set your heart at reft. 

The Faiery Land buies not the childc ofmee* 

His mother was a Vocrefle of my order: 

And in th e fpiced Indian aycr,by night. 

Full often hath ftie goffipt,by my fide. 

And fat, with me on Neptune s y ello w fands 
Markingrh ’embarked traders on the flood? 

When we haue laught to fee the failes conceaue. 

And grow bigge bellied, withthe wanton windej 

Which 




. A Midfomme r nightes dreams* 

Which fhe,wit’n prettie,and with fwimming gate, ^ 
Followingfhcr wombe then rich with my young fqujrc) 
Would imitate, and faile vpon the land. 

To fetch me trifles,and rcturne againe. 

As from a voyage, rich with marchandifc; 

But Ihe, being mortafl,of that boy did dye. 

And/or her fake, doe I rearc vp her boy* 

And, for herfake,I will not part with him. 

O^.How long, within this wood,entend you flay? 
Qjtee. Perchaunce,till after Tbefeus wedding day. 

If you will patiently daunce in our Round, 

And fee ourMoonelight Rcuelles,goe with vst 
If not,lhunne me, and I will fpare your haunts. 

Ob. Giue mce that boy, and I will goe with thee. 

Quee. Not for thy Fairy kingdome. Fairies away. 

We fhall chide downeright,ifI longer ftay, Exeunt . 

Ob. Well; goe thy way .Thou lhalt not from this groue* 
Till Itormenc thee, for thisiniury. 

My gentle Pucke come hither : thou remembreft* 

Since ofiCe I fat vpon a promontory , 

And heard a Mearemaide, on a Dolphins backe* 
Vtteringfuch dulcet and hermonious breath. 

That the rude fea grewe ciuill at herfong. 

And cettaine ftarresfhot madly from their Sphearcs, 
Toheare the Sea-maids in ufieke. 

Puck, I remember. 

0£.Thatveiytime,I faw(butthou could’ftnot) 

Flying betweene the colde Mooue and the earth* 
CW^all arm’d: a certaine aim? he tookc 
At a f aire Vefiall, throned by weft. 

And loof’d his loue fliaft fmardy,from hisbowe , 

As it fhould pearce a hundred thoufand hearts: 

But,I might fee young fiptds. fiery lhaft 
Quencht in the chart beames of the watry MooneJ 
And theimpeiiall Votreffe palfed on,;? 
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a jvnarominer mgntes urcainc# 

In maiden mcditatiorij fancy free« 

Yet matkt I, where the bolt of Gupididla 
It (ell vpon a little weflerne flower; 

Before, milke whice;now purple, with loues wound. 

And maidens call it, Loue in idlcnefTe . 

Fetch meethatflowre : theherbel (hewed thee once, 
Theicwceof it, on flecpingcyeliddeslaide, 

Will make or man or woman madly dote, 

Vpon the next Hue creature that it lees. 

Fetch mcc thishcrbcjandbethouhercagaine 
Ere the Leuiatban can fwimme a league, 

7#. lie put a girdle.roftd about the earthen forty minutes, 
Oberon . Hauing once thisiuiise, 

Jle watch 7 itania 9 when (he is a fleepe. 

And droppe the liquor ofit, in hereyes: 

The next thing then (he,waking,Iookes vpon j 

(Be it on Lyon .F>eare,or Wolfe, or Bull, 

Onmedling Monky,oronbufieApeJ 
She (hall purfue it, with the foule of Loue. 

And ere I take this charmc, from ofher fight 
/As lean take it with another herbe) 
lie make her render vp her Page, to mee, 

Bur,who comes here? 1 am inuifible. 

And 1 will ouerheate their conference. 

£»ttr Demetrius, Hdemfilletrifig him * 

Heme. I loue thee notttherefore purfue me not. 

Where is Lyfa»der,m& faire Hermtat 
The one lie flay : the other fiayeth me. 

Thou toldff me, they were flolne vnto this wood? 

And here am 1 ,and wodde,withinthis woods 
Becaufcl cannot mcete my Hermit. 

Hence,get the gone,and follow mee no more. 

.£&/. You draw mce,you hard hearted Adamant: 

But yet you draw not Iron. For my heart 
Is true as (teele, Lcaue you your power to draw* 

An<!\ 
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A Midfommernightcsdreame. 

And 1 (ball haue no powerto follow you. 

Deme. Doe 1 entifcyou?Doe 1 (pcakeyoufaite? 

Or tatherdoe Inotinplflineft truthe. 

Tell you 1 doc nor, not I cannot loue you? 

He/e. And euen,for that, do 1 loue you, the more: 

I amyourSpaniell: and,2Jewe/r/#/, 

The more you beat mee, 1 will fawnc on you. 

Vfc me bu t asyour Spanicll : fpurne me, ftrike mee, 
Negle6lmee,loofe me: onelygiuc melcaue 
(Vnworthic as I am)tofollowyou. 

What worfer place can lbcgge,in yourloue 
( And yet, a place of high refpect with mee) 

Then tobe vfed as you trfe your dogge. 

Deme. Tempt not, too much,the hatred of my fpirk. 
Fori am fick,when I do looke on thee, 

Hele. And I am fick, when 1 looke not on you. 

Deme. You doe impeach your modeftie toomuch s 
To leaucthe citic,ani commit y our fclfe. 

Into the handsofone that louesyounotj 
Totruftthc opportunitie of night. 

And the ill coonfel) s>f a dcfertplace, 

Wi^ iheyich worthofyour virginitie, 

Hel. Yourvertue is my priuiledge : For that 
It is not night, whcnl doe feeyour face. 

Therefore, 1 thinke, 1 am not in the n<ght, 

Nor doth this wood lackc worlds ofcoinpany. 

For you, in my refpe(fl,arc all the world. 

Then, how can it be faide,\ am alone. 

When all the world is here, to looke on mee? 

Deme. llerunne from thcr,md hide me in the brakeSj 
Andleauc thee to the mercy of wtlde beaftes. 

Hel. The w ldeft hath not fuch a heart as you. 

viien you will : The ttory (hall be chaung’d: 
yip olio flies and Daphne holds the chafe: 

The Doue purfucs the Griffon : the utilde Hinde 

C z Makes 
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Makes fpecde to catch the Tigre. Bootelefle fpec de, 
Whencowardife purfuesjand valour flics. 

Hemet. I will not flay thy queftions, Let me goes 
Or if thou folio we tnee, do not bcleeue. 

But 1 fhalldoe thee roifchiefe,in the wood. 

Hel. I, in the Temple, in the cowne,the ficlde, 

You doe me mifchiefe.Fy Demetrius. 

. Your wrongs doe fet a fcandallon my lex.* 

We cannot fight for loue , as men may doe: 

Wc fhould be woo’d, and were notmade to wooe. 

He follow thee and make a heauen of hell. 

To dy vpon the hand I loue fo well* 

O^.Fare thee well Nymph, Ere hedoleaue thisgroue^ 
Thoufltalt fly him,andhc fballfeeke thy loue. 

Haft thou the flower there? Welcome wanderer. 

Eater Pucke. 

Puc^, there it is. 

Ob, 1 prav thee giue it mee. 

I know abanke where the wilde time blowes, 

Where Oxlips, and the nodding Violet growcs^ 

Quite ouercanopi’d with lulhious woodbine. 

With fweete mufke roles, and with Eglantiiicr- 
Thereflecpes Tytania, fometinie of the night, 

Luld in thefc flowcrs,with daunces and delight: 

And there the fnake throwcsher enammeldikinne. 

Weed wide enough to wrappeaFairy in. 

And, with theiuyceofthis, He ftreake her eyes, 

And make her fullofhatefull phantafies. 

Take thou fome ofir,and fe eke through thisgroue.* 
a fweete Athenian Lady is in loue. 

With a difdaincfulJ youth : annoint his eyes. 

But doe it, when the next thing heelpies^ i 



Jtviay DC tneEadie. I hou fhalt know nk- 
v By the Athenian garments he hath on, 
Effcii it with loins care; that he may prootie 



A Midfommer nightes dreamc. 

Morefond on her, then fhe vpon her loue.-. 

And looke thou mcctc me ere the firft Cocke crowe. 

Pu Fcare not my Lord : your feruant lhall do fo .Exeunt* 
Enter Tytama Qiteene of Fames, with hertrame, 

Quee. Come, now a Roundellyand a Fairy fong: 

Then,for the third part of a minute hence, 

Some to kill cankers in the musk rofebuds, . 

Some warre with Reremife, for their lethren wings. 

To make my fmallElues coates, and fome keepe backe 

The clamorous Gwle.that nightly hootes and wonders 
At ourqueintfpirits •• Sing me now aflcppc: 

Then toyour offices , and let mee reft* 

Fairies fag* 

You fpotted Snakes, withdottHe to ngue 
ThornyHedgehoggesbctiot ft«t« 

Newts and blindewarmes dona wrong', 

Come not neer& our B U £ y ejue^ne. 



phifomele,mfh melody. 

Sin gip. avr fweete vullaby; 
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Lull a- lu.Ha, lullaly, Inila, lulia, lu.lla.feyt* 
heifer Ha-rme nor fpell nor cAarw«7 
Come, our JoveJyJjaoly *y e ; 

$0 good nigktwjtii Lullaby- 

i^Rnry. WeaVihg' fpialers come>»ot Jiwe, 
Hencejrou \ong\egi Spinners hence; 
SeeHeS black*. Abpraock lot n tete} 

Worm*, nor fnaue do n« offence. 

HriLomele wilt -v 



Out aloofe fhand flmonel . 

Snhr Qitron. , ' 

01k What thou. fee<t when tkou. do ftwafce, 

pk it - L * w • 

Uve 
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A Midfommer nightes dreame. 

Pard,or Boare with briftledhaire. 

In thy eye that fhall appeare. 

When thou wak’ft, itis thy deare: 

Wake, when fome vile thing is neere. 

Enter Lyfander : and Hermia. 

Lyf. Faire loue.you fainte, with wandring in the woods 
And cofpcakc troth I haue forgot our way. 

Wecle red vs H ermut jtyou thinke it good. 

And tarry forthecomforoftheday. 

Her. Bet it fo Lyfander'. finde you out abeddef 
For I, vponthisbanke,willrettmyhead. 

Lyf One turfe fhall feme, as pillow, for vs both* 

One heart, one bedde, two bofomes,and one troth, 

: AbrKiL* goad/yfander: for my fake,my dcerc, 

Tie. further cRy«t x d* not lye fo neere. 

JLyf-b Uke-the fence fwcte,ofmy innocence. 



Two t»of#me5 ihhtrekiin«<( wetban e«tn> 

Jo fie* fwo l>eu>bie& and a Cingfe froth • 

Tltetv by your fide no fced-rooint'rjie«e*vy > 

For lymjr fo, Hermia, lift hotlye- 
tfir. LyCtn der rt del I ts vary btefti ly) 

How much k^Oii-tw my maifneti dtaLmy frvtd^. 
If f® iiy jLyfatiafcr \\et4y 

:Bi£^tte^frW>r love. 4 hol eourttfiV 
Ltie^furHte-r off ite RutNtAe. htoofeftrej 
Suck (eper alien as m*y well keTtyd 
lSfcc#h»es a vertuau4 hatcheilor <inol a mayde.: 
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A Midfommernightes dreame. 

Her. Withhalfe that wifh,the wiftiers eyes be preft, 
Enter Pucke. 

Puck.- Through the forreft hauelgone# 

But Athenian found 1 none. 

On whofe eyes I mightapproue 
This flowers force in ftirringloue. 

Night and filence .Who is neere? 

Weedes of Athene he doth we arc: 

This is hee (my m after faide| 

Defpifedthe Athenianmi\de\ 

And here the maiden, fleeping found* 

On the danke and dirty ground. 

Pretty fowle,fhe durft not lye, 

Neere this lack-loue, this kil-curte fie. 

Churle , vpon thy eyes I throwe 
All the power this charme doth owe: 

When thou wak’ft, let loue forbidde 
Slcepe,his feat,on thy eye lidde. 

So awake, when I am gons 

For I muft now to Obcron* Exit . 

Enter Demetrius and Helena running, 
jy#/.Stay; chough thou kill mee,fweete Demelrm, 

De. I charge thee hence,and doe not haunt mce thus 
Hele. O, wilt thou darkling leaue me? doe not fo. 

He. Stay, on thy perill .• I alone will goes 
Hel.O^ am out ofbreath,in tht9 fond chafe* 

The more my prayer, the lefler is my grace, 

Happie is Hermia , wherefoerc foe lies; 

For flie hath blefled,and attraftiue eyes. 

How came her eyes fo bright?Not with fait ce&res, 
lffo,my eyes are oftnerwafht then hers. 

No,no : I am as vgly as a Beare; 

Forbeaftes thatmeete mee,runne away,forfcase. 
Therefore,no maruaile, though Demetrius 
5>oe,a$ a moaftcr, fly my prefencc.thus, 
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ix Lvimiua jmcr nigutes or eanic„ 

What wicked anddiftembling glaffe, of mine. 

Made me compare wich Hermt&s fpheryeyen/ 

But,who is here? Ly funder 3 on the ground? 

Dea d,or a fie epc ? I fe e n o blood, no wound, 

Ly fonder 3 \\ you liuc, good fir awaked 
Z^/lAndrunne through fire, I will for thy fweete fake, 
Tranfparent Helena, nature fhewes arte. 

That through thy boforne, makes me fee thy heart. 
Where is Demetrius ? Oh how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to perifh on my fworde. 1 

Hel. Do not fay foj£,/ fonder, , fay not fo, 

Whatthough heloueyour/7<frw4?Lord,whatthough? 
Yet Hermia ftili louesyou : then be content. 

Lyf. Content with HermtalNo : 1 doerepent 
The tedious minutes, I with her faaue ipent. 

Not Hermia } but Helena l louc. 

Who will not change a Rauen for a doue? 

The will of man is by his reafon fwai’d: 

And reafon faies you are the worthier maide. 

Things growing.are not ripe, vntill their feafon; 

Sol, being young, till now ripe not to reafon. 

And touching now, the point ofhumane skill, 

Reafon becomes the Marfhall to my will. 

And leads mee*o your eyes ; where I orelooke 
Loues ftories, written inlouesricheftbookc. 

Hel, Wherefore was 1 to this keene mockery borne? 
When,atyourhands,didl dcicrue this fcornc? 

3ft n ot enough, ift notenough, young man, 

Thatl did neuer,nonorneuercan, v. ' 

Deferuc a fweete looke from Demetriuse ye, 

Butyou in uft flout my infufficiency? 

Good troth you doe inee wrong(good foochyoudoe) 

In fuch difdairiful! manner, mce to wooe, 

Eur, fare you well : perforce, Imuftconfelfe, 

I though t you Lord of more true gentlcnefl'e, 

o. 
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O, that a Ladle, of one man refuP d * 

Shou!d,of anothcr,thercfore beabui’d/ Exit • 

lsy[+ She fees not Hermia . Hermia, fleepechou there* 
And neuer maift thou come Ly fonder necrc, 

, For,as afurfet ofthe fweeteft things 
The deepeft loathing, to the flomacke brtageS! 

Or, as theherefiesjthat mcndoeleaucj 
Are hated moftof thofc they diddcceiuet 
So thou, my furfet*and my herefic. 

Of all bee hated; but the moft 5 of mec. # 

And all my powers addrefleyour loue and might. 

To honour Helen y and to be her knight# Exit * 

Her. Helpe mee Lyfander , helpe mce : do thy bed 
To pluck this crawling fcrpentjfrom my bred* 

Ay mec,for pittie. What a dreame was here? 

Lyfavdtr looke, how I doe quake withfeare. 

Me thoughr,a ferpent eate my heart away. 

And you (ate fmillng athiscrucllpray. 

Lyfander whatjremou’d? Ly funder ^Lord, 

What 3 out of hearing, gon? Nofcund,no word? 

Alackc where are you? Speake, and ifyou heare: 
Speake,of all loues. 1 fwoune almoft with fearc* 

No, then I well perceiue,you are not ny.’ 

Either death,or you,Ile finde immediately. Exit* 

Snterthe Clownes. 

*Botu Are wee all met? 

£>#/«. Pat, pat : and heres a ma^uailes conuenient place, 
for our rehcarfall. This greenc plot fball be our ftage.this 
hauthoine brake ourtyring houle j and wee will doe it in 
aftion, as wee will doe it before the Duke. 

Bott. Teeter Quince ? 

Qnin. What fine ft chou,bully, Bat tom? 

There are things in this Comedy ,o t Pyramid and 
Thifby, that will neuclplcafe. ¥ul\. Pyramid muft draw 
a fworde.to kiUhimfelfc ; which the Ladies cannot abide,. 
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Pi 'MUffommernigmes are ame. 

How anfwcreyou that? 

S»e»r.Berlakin, a parlous feare. 

£ 7 <?r.Ibelecue,we mufl leauc the killing, out,when au 

is done. * . 

Bott, Not a whit : 1 haue a deuife to make all well. Write 
me a Prologue, and let the Prologue feeme to fay;we wil 
do no harme , with our fwoids , and that Tyramxs is not 
kildindeede : and for the more better aflurancc,tel them, 
tliatl Tyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottom thewcauer: 
this will put them cut offearc. 

Well: wee wil! haue l'uch a Prologue, and it uiall be 
written in eight and fix. 

Bot % No imakc it two more : let it be' written in eight Si 
eight* 

$r, out. Will not the ladies be afeard of the Lyon? 

Star. I feare it, I promife you. 

'Bott Matters, you ought to confidcr with your felfe,to 
bring in ( God fhiclde vs) a Lyon among Ladies, is 
a moft dreadful! thing. For there is not a more fcaref till 
Wilde foulc then your Lyon liuing : Sc wc ought to looke 

Sno. Therfore, another Prologue mutt tel,he is not a Lion. 

2for.Nay.*youmuft name his name, and halfehis face 
mutt be feene through the Lions necke, and he himfelfe 
mutt fpeakc through, faying thus, or to the famedefedl; 
Ladies, or faire Ladies,l would wilhyou, or 1 would re- 
queftyou,orIwold iniveat you, not to feare,oot to treble: 
my life for yours. IfyoU thinkel come hither as a Lyon, it 
weteptttieofmylife.Noil amnofdch thing .-lam a man 
another men arc*:& (here indeed, let him name his name* 
and tell them plainely he is j , K»^?,theloyner. 

^«i».WeIhit fliaIl be fo ; but there is two hard things; 
that is, to bring the Moone-light into a chamber : for yoti 
know, T) ramus and 7 bifhy meete by Moone-light, 

: S»,Doih the Moone fliine, that night, we play our Play? 

Tot* 




william Shakespeare Midsuninier Night's Dream (stc 22302 ) 



A Midfommernightesdreame. 

Bo.h Calender, a Calcnderrlookeinthe Almanacktfinde 
out Moone-fhine,finde outMcone-lbine. 

Quiv. Ycs:;t doth fhine that night. 

Cet. Why thcn,may youleaue a cafement of the great 
chamberwindowf where weplay)open; and the Moone 
may fhine in atthc cafement. 

Quin. 1 : or els, one mutt come in, with a bufhofthorns, 
&7latcm,and fay he comes to disfigure, or to prefent the 
perfon of Moone-fhine. Then,there is another thing ;wc 
mutt haue a wa! in the great chabcr: for 'Pyramus 8 c Tbif- 
bj{ faies the flory) did talkc through the chinke ofa wall* 
Sw.You can neucr bring in a wal.What fay you Bottom ? 
Bot. Some man or other" mutt prefent wall : and let him . 
haue fome platter, or fom lome,or fome rough catt, about 
him, to fignifie wall; orlet him holdehis fingers thusrand 
through that crany , ftiall Pyramus and Thifby whif- 
per. 

Quin. Ifthat may be.then all is well.Come, fit do wne e- 
uery mothers Tonne, and rcherfe yourparts. Pyramus, you 
beginne : when you haue fpokenyonr fpeecb, enter into 
that Brake, and fo euery one according to his cue, 

Enter Robin * 

ft* .What hempenhomcfpunnes haue wc fwaggting here, 

So lieere the Cradle of the Fairy Queene? 

What, a play toward? lie be an Auditor, 

An A6for to pcrhappes,lf I fee caufe. 

Quin. Speake Pyramus : Thy (by fiand forth, 

~^>yra, Tbifby the flowers of odious fauours fweete. 
Odours, odorous. 

Py. Odours fauours fwcete. 

So hath thy breath, my deareft Tbifby deare, 

Butharke,a voice : flay thou but heere awhile, 

Andby andbyl willtotheeappeare. Exit* 

Quin . a ftrangerFyrdwwtt, then ere played heere* 

7 by ft Muft Ifpeakcnow? 
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Quite, I marry muftyou.Foryou muft vndcrftad,he goes 
but to fee anoy fcjthac he heard, and is to come againe* 
Thyf Mofl radiant P/n»»w,inolilillie white of hewe, 
Ofcolour like the redrofr 3 on triumphanebryer, 

Moll bnsky Iuuenall,and eeke mod lonely le we, 

Astrue asmicithorle, thacyct would neuertyre, 
lie meetethee Pyr^mm yit Ninnies couinbc. • „ 

Quin. Nineu toumbe,r»an. Why ?you mud not fpeake -• 
Thatyet, That you anfwere to Pyramiu.You Ipeake 
A 1 your part at once, cues, and, all.£7T4«w,entei:your cue 
ispaft.Itisjneucrtire. 

TbyfiO, as true as tjuefl horfc,that yet would ncuer tyre. 
Ty. If I we re faire, 77 ^/ by s \ were onely thine. 

Qnin.O monllrous/O flrange/We are hauntcd.Pray ma- 
flers.'fly mailersiiielpe. 

Rob. lie follow y ou : lie leade you about a Roun d. 
Through bogge, through bufh, through brake, through 
Sometime a horfe He be, fometime a hound, (brycr: 

A hogge,a headcl effeBeare,fometftnc a fier. 

And neigh,and barke,and grunt, and rore,and burne, 
Likehorfe,hound,hogge, beare,firc,at cuery turne. Exit, , 
Sott, Why doe they runne away? This is a knauery of 
them to make mec afeard. EnterSnovtte. 

S». O Bottom^ thou art chaung’d. What do I fee on thee? 
£<?r,Wbatdoeyoufee? You lee an Affe head of your 
ovvne^Do you? 

Enter Quince. (Exit, 

Quin, Bicffethee Soft one, bleffc thee. Thou arttraflated. 
Pot, I fee their knauery.This isto make art afle of mec,to 
fright me,iFthey couldibut I wil not ftirrefrotn this place, 
do what they can ,1 will walke.vp and downe hccre, and I 
will (ing,thattheylhallhearelam not afraidc. 

The WoofeIIcock,fo blacks ofhewe. 

With Orange tawny bill, 

The 



AMidfotnmer nightes dreame. , 

The Throflle, with his note lb true. 

The Wren, with little quill, 

Tytania. What Angell wakes me from my Howry bed? 
•Sot, The Fynch, the Sparrowe,and the Larke, 

The plainfongCuckow gray: 

Whofe note,full many a man doth marke. 

And dares not anlwere, nay. 

For indeede,who would fet his wit to fo foolilh a birdc? 
Who would giue a bird the ly, though hee cry Cuckow 5 
ncuer fo? 

7^4.1 pray thee, gentle mortall, ling againe, 

Myne eareis* much enamoured ofthy note: 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy fhape. 

And thy faire vertues force (perforce )doth moouemee. 
On the firftriewe to fay, to fweare, Iloue thee. 

itorr.Meethinks milircfle,youfhouldhauc little reafon 
for that. And yet, to lay the truth, reafon and loue keepe 
little company together,now a daics.The more the pitty, 
that feme honeft neighbours will not make them friends* 
Nay I can gleeke,vpon occafion. 

Tyta, Thou art as wife, as thou art beautifull. 

Bott. Not fo neither: but if I had wit enough to get ouC- 
ofthis wood, I haue enough to lerue mine owe turne. 

Tjta. Out ofthis wood, doe not defire to goe: 
ThoulhaltremaineheTe, whether thou wilt orno, 

1 am afpirit, ofno common rate: 

The Sommer,fiill , doth tendvpon my ftate. 

And 1 doe loue thee .* thee efore goe with mcc, 
lie giue thee Fairies to attend on thee : 

And they lhall fetch thee Iewels,from the deepe. 

And fing, while thou,onprefled flowers,dofifleepe: 

And 1 will purge thy mortall groflenefle fo. 

That thou Ibalt.like an ayery fpirit,goe» 
Tealc-blojfotne^Cobtveby Moth, and CVtejUrd-feedef] 

Enter foure Fairyes , 

D 3 fSi* 
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A’ Micffommernightes dreame.' 



F 4 /V<W.Readie:and I, and I, andl- Where {hall wc goe? 

Tita. Bekinde and curccous to this gentleman. 

Hop in his walkeSj and gambole in his eyes, 

Fecdehitn with Apricocks, and Dewberries, 

With purple Grapes, grecne figges, and Mulberries, 

The hony bagges ftealefrom the humble Bees, 

And for night tapers,croppe their waxen thighes. 

And light them at the fiery Glowe-wormes eyes, 
Tohauemy louetobedde,and toarife, 

And pluck the wings, from painted Butterflies, 

To fanne the Moone-beames from his fleeping eyes. 

Nod to him Elues, and doe him curtefies. 

i, Fai. Haile morcall, haile. 

z.Fai. Haile. 

%,Fat, Haile. 

Bot. I cry your worfliips mercy } hartily : I befeech your 
worlhippesname, 

Cob. Cobwebbc. 

Bot. I fhal! defire you of more acquaintance, good cia- 
fler Cobweb: if I cut my finger, I fhall make boldc with 
you. Your name honed gentleman.? 

Tea. Peaje-bloffome. 

Bot. Ipray you commend mcc to mi Arc fie Se/tufi, your 
niother,andtomafter/’i?<syJ<?V, your father. Good mafler 
t Peafe-blojfome } 1 {hall defire you of more acquaintance, 
to. Your name I befcechyou fit? 

AFttfl. AFnftardfeede. i 

Bot - Good imRex AFuJlardfeede, I know your patience 
well* That fame cowardly ,gyancl ike, Ox-beefe hath de- 
uourd many a gentleman of yourhouie. I promife you, 
your kindred hath made my eyes water,ere now. I defire 
you more acquaintance,gcod mafler AFufiardfeede . 

Tit a,. Come waite vpon him : leade him to my bower* 
TheMoonc,metbinkcs,lookes with awairyeye: 

And when dice weepes, weepes cucry little flower, • 

Lamen- 




AMidlommernightes dreame. 

Lamenting fomc enforced ehaftitie. 

Ty vp my louers tongue, bring him filently. Sxit, 

Enter Kingof Fames, and Robin g®odfeIlow. 

Ob, 1 wonder if Tttania.be awak’t; 

Then what it was, that next came in her eye , 

Which {he muftdoteon.in extteamitie. 

Here comes my meflenger. How now,mad fpirit? 

What nightrulc now about this haunted groue.? 

Puck: My miflrefle with a monller is in loue, 

Ncere to her dole and confecrated bower. 

While fhewasinher dull, and fleeping hower, 

A crevvof patches, rude Mechanicals. 

That woike for bread,vpor» Athenian ltalles. 

Were met together to reheatfc a play. 

Intended for gre at The feus nuptiall day: 

The fhallowcfl thickskinne,ofthat batraine fort. 

Who Pjramteeptefemedj in their fporr, 
ForfookehisScene,and entred m a brake* 

VVhenl did him at this aduantage take? ^ 

AnAffes nole I fixed on his head. 

Anon his Th/fbie mull be anfwered. 

And forth my Minnick comes. When they him fpyj 
As wilde geefe, that the creeping Fouler eye* 

Or ruffec pated choughes, many in fort 
(Ryfing,and cawing,at the gHnnes report ) 
Seuerthemfelues,and madly fweepe the sky: 

So, at his fighc,away his fellowes fly, 

And our llampe, here ore and ore 3 one fallcs: 

He murther cryes, and hclpe from Athens cals. 

Their fenfe,thus weake, loft with their feares,thus ftrong. 
Made {enfelefle things begin to doe them wrong, 
For,briers and thorn es, at their appar-el], (hatch: 

£ome fleeues,fome hats; from yecldcrs,all things catchy 
Iledthemon,in thisdiftradedfeare. 

And left fweece Pjramni cranflated there; 

D 4 When 
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When in that moment (fo it came to pate) 

7 'jtania wak’t, and ftraight way lou-d an Afle. 

J Ob, Thisfallesouc betttr,then I could deuife. 

But had thou yet latchc t he Athenians eyes. 

With the ioue iuice,as 1 did bid thee doe? 

Rob. T tookc him fleepingf that is finifht to) 

And the Athenian woman, by his fide; 

That when he vvak’t,of force fhe muli be ey‘d. 

Enter Demetrius and Hermia, 

Ob. Stand clofe-.this is the lame Athenian. 

Rob. This is the wom an-.but not this the man. 

Vemet.O, Why rebuke youhim,that louesyoufo? 

Lay breath fo bitter, on your bitter foe. 

Her. Now 1 but chide ; but I fliould vie thee worfe. 

For thou( I feare) had giuen me canfe to curfc. 

If thou had flame Lyfander ,in his fieepe; (to. 

Being otefliooesirt blood, plunge in thcdeepc,&killraee 
The Sunne was not l'o true vntothe day. 

As hee to mec. Would hee haue dollen away, 

Frow fleeping Hermia ? lie belceue, as foone. 

This whole earth may be bor’d, and that the Moone 
* May through the Center creepe, and fo difplcafe 

Her brothers noonetide,with rh 'Antipodes, 

It cannot be, but thou had murdredhitn. 

So fhoulda murthercrIooke;lbdead,(bgrimme« 

Tiem. So fliould the murthcred looke,and fo fliould /» 
Pearft through the heart, with your ft erne cruelty, 

Yet you, the murtherer,looke as bright, as cleere. 

As yonder forme, in her gliromeringfpheare. 

Her. Whatsthisto my Lyfanderi Where is hee? 

Ah good Demetrius } wilt thou giue him mee? 

Deme. 1 had rather giue his carcafle to my hounds. 

Her. Out dog,outcurre : thou drill’d me pad the bounds 
Of maidens patience. Had thou flaiue him then? 
Henceforth be ncuer numbred among men. 









O, once tel! truertell tme,euen for my fake: 

Durft thou haue lookt vpon him, being awake? 

And had thou kild him,flceping? O braue tuteb. 1 
Could not a worme,an Adderdo fo much? 

An Adder did it ; For with doubler tongue 
Thcnthync^houferpencJneuerAdderdung. 

r Dcme. You fpende your padion,on a miiprif’d mood: 
I am not guilty of Lyfandersbloodc: 

Nor is he deade,for ought that I ca n tell. 

Her. I pray thee,teil mee chen,that he is well. 

De. AndifIcould,whatfhouIdI gettherefore? 

Her. A prtuilcdge,neuerto fee mee more; 

And from thy hated prefcncc part I : fee me no more; 
Whether he be dead orno. Exit. 

Deme. There is no following her in this fierce vaine. 
Heere therefore', for awhile,I wiil rawaine. 

So forrowes heauinefle doth heauiergrowe. 

For debt that bankrout dippe doth forrow owe: 

Which now in fome flight meafure it will pay; 

If for his tender here I make fome flay. Lydottne 

Ob. Wh at had thou donefThou had miftaken quite. 
And laid the loueiuice on fome true loues fight. 

Of thy mifprifion,mud perforce enfue 
Some true loue turnd, and not a falfe turnd true. 

Robi. Thenfate orerules,that one man holding troth, 

A million fade, confounding oath on oath-. 

Ob. About the wood,goe fwifterthen the windc. 

And Helena of Athens looke thou finde. 

All fancy ficke fhe is and pale of cheerc. 

With fighes of Ioue, that cods the frefli blood deare. 

By fome lllufion fee thou bring her here: 
Ilecharmehiseyes,againftfhe doe appears, 

’Robin. I goe, I goe, looke how I goe. 

Swifter then arrow, from the Tartars bowe . 

Ob, Flower of this purple dy, 
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nriYiTOTuniiiTcrTiigiruc^r xiTCsiin^* 

Hit with Cupids archcry, 

Sinke in apple o l his eye. 

When his loue he doth cfpy. 

Let hcrflhtnc asglorioufty 
As the Perns of the sky, 

‘ When thou wak’ft, iffhe be by, 

Begge of her, for remedy. 

£#/crPuck« 

Ttickj Captains ofour Fairy band, 

JJclenais heere at hande, 

A nd the youth, miflooke by mee, 

Pleadin g for a Ioucrs fee. 

Shall vvee their fond pageant fee? 

Lord, what fooles thefc mortals bee/ 

Ob f Stand afide.The noy fe,thcy make* 

Will caufe Dcmetfhis to awoke, 

Pu> Then will two, at once,wooe one: 

That muff needesbe fport alone. 

And thofechingsdobeftpleafemee. 

That befall pirpofi’roufly. 

SnterLyi andcr, <**?;/ Helena* 

£>/♦ Why fliouldyou think,that I fhould wooeinfeorne^ 
Scorne, and derifion , neuer come'in teares. 

Look e when X vow, 1 wcepc : and vowes lb borne. 

In their nariuicie all truth appearcs. 

How can thefe things,in mee^feeme fcornc to you? 
Bearing the badge of faith to prooue them true* 
Hc/ v Youdce aduanceyour cunning, more, and more & 
When trueth killes truth, 6 diuclifh holy fray/ 

Thefc vowes are Hermits* Wtllyougiucher ore? 

Weigh o ath,with oath, and you will nothing waigh* 
Yourvowestoher^andmeefputintwo fcales^) 

Will eucn weight and both as light as tales, 

LyP I hadnoiudgcmcnr,whencoherlfw r ore. / 
iT<?4Nornone^inrnyminde ; t3ovvyougiueherore, 
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A Micf iornmer nigfites drcamc.' 

Lyf> D^e/r#^ilouesher:andhelouesnot you. 

Dcme. O Helen, goddefle, nymph,perfe<3 diuine. 
To wha?,my louc, (hall I compare thine eytie/ 
Chnfl 9 .ll is muddy. O, how ripe, in fhowe 3 
Thy lippesjthofekiffing cherrics,tempting grow d 
That pure coniealed white, high Taurus ihow 3 
Fand with the Eafierne vvinde, turnes to a crowe. 
When thou holdfi vp thy hand* O, let me kiffe 
This Princefie of pure white, this feale of blifTe. 

Hel.O fpight/O hell! I fee, you all are bent 
To fee again!! mec, for your merriment* 
lfyou were ciuill, and knew cur cede. 

You would not doe mee thus much iniury. 

Can you not bate mee,as 1 know you doe. 

But you muftioyne,in foules, to mockemeeto? 
lfyou were men, as men you are in fhowe 3 
You would not vfea gentle Lady fo; 

To vowc, andfweare,andfuperpraife my parts. 
When I am fure 3 you hate mee with your hearts* 

You both are Riua!s,and loue Hermsai 
And no w both Riualles- to mock Helena. 

A trim exploit, a manly encerprifc, 

T o coniure teares vp 3 in a poore maides eyes. 

With your derifion Nonc,ofnoblefort, 

Would fo offend a virgine 3 and extort 
A poore ib t iles patience 3 all to make you fport*. 

Lyfotin^i ou are vnkinde 3 Demetrhu : be not fo* 
Foryouloue/f<r>^i^:thisyoukno\v I know. 

And hcarc, with all good will, with all my heart. 

In loue Tyeddeyou vp my part: 

And yours of Helena, to mee bequeath: 

Whom I doe loue, and will do till my death. 

He/. Neuer did mockers vvafte more idle breath. 

T)eme % Ly fonder $ keepe thy Hermit : I will none# 

If ereIIou\lher,aIlthatloue isgonc. 
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/y rvira lommerpignies a re am e. 

My hearttoher,but as gueHvvife , foiournds 
And now to Helen , is it home rctutnd. 

There to remairie. 

Lyf. Helen > it is not fo. 

Dense. Disparage not thefaith, thou doit not know; 

Lcafl to thy perill, thou aby it deare. 

Looke where thy louc comes ; yonder is thy deare* 

Enter Hermia. 

Her, Darke night,thatfrom_che eye, his fundi; on takes’. 
The eare more quiclce of apprehenfion makes* 

Wherein it doth impaire the feeing fenfe, 

It payes the hearing double recompence. 

Thou art not, by my ne eye, Ly fonder £ bund: 

Mine care, I thanke it,brought me to thy found. 

But why,vnkindly,didfl thou ieaue mee fo? 

Lyl- Why iliould he flay, whom loue doth prefle to go? 
Her . What loue could preife Lyfander, from my fide? 
L)f. Ly finders loue(tbat would not let him bide) 

Faire Helena ; who more engilds the nighe 

Then all yon fiery oes, and eyesoflighr. 

Why feek’ft thou me?Cou!d not this make checknow. 

The hate I bare thee, made mee Ieaue thee ib? 

Her. You fpcake not as you thinke i It cannot bee. 

He/. Lo : /lie is one of this confederacy. 

Now Ipereeiucjthey haue conioyndall three, 
Tofaflhonthisfalfefport,in fpightof mee. 

Injurious Hermitt) moil vngratefullmaide, 

Haue you confpir’d,haue you with thefc contriu’d 
To bake mee, with thisfoule dcrifion? 

Is all the counfell thac we two haue fliar’d , 

The fitters vowes,the bowers that we haue fpcntr. 

When we haue chid the fiaftic footed timcj 
For parting vs; O, is all forgot? 

Allfchooldaies friendiliippe, childhood innocence? 
Wee, Hermia 3 like two artificiall gods, 

Haue 



william Shakespeare Midsummer Night’s Dream (stc 22302) LOh 



AMidfommer nightes dreame. 

Haue with our needles, created both one flower, 

Bochonone famplcr, fitting on one cufhion. 

Both warbling ofonc fong, both in one key; 

as if ourhaiuftour fides, voyces,and mindes . . 

Had bin incorporate. So wee gre we together, - 

Like to a double cherry, feeming parted; 

Butyet an vnion in partition. 

Two loucly berries moulded on one fiemme: 

So with two feeming bodies, but one heart. 

Two ofthe firft life coats in heraldry. 

Due but to onc,and crowned with one creaft. 

And will you rent our auncient louc afunder. 

To ioyne with men, m fcorning your poore friend? 

It is not friendly , tis not maidenly. 

Our fex, as well as I, may chide you for it; 

Though I alone doe fele the iniuty. 

Her. I am amazed at your words: 

I fcorne you not, It feemesthat you fcornc mee, 

Hel. Haue you not fe.t Lyfander, as in fcorne. 

To follow mee, and praife my eyes and face? 

Andmadeyourotherloue,.D<?7»i?frmr *1^' 

f Who euen but now did fpurne mee with his foote) 

To call mee goddetTe,nymph,diuine,anel rare. 

Precious cclefliall? V Vherefore fpeakes he this. 

To her he hates? And wherfore doth Lyfander 
Deny your loueffo rich within his foulc) 

And tender meefforfooth^affedhon. 

But by your fetting on, by yourconlent? 

VVhaqthough I benotfoin graceasyou. 

So hung vpon with loue,fo fortunate? 

(Butmifcrable moft, to loue vnlou’d) 

This you fhould pittie ,rather then defpife. 

Her.l vnderttand not ,whatyou meane by this. 

He/. I doe. Perfeuer, counterfeit fad lookes: 

Make mouthesvponmee,whenlturnemy backs ; 
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Winkc each at other, holdethc fweeeteieaft yp» 

This fport well carried, fhall bee chronicled. 

If you haue any pitty,grace, or manners. 

You would not make mec tuch an argument* 

But fare ye well: tis partly my owne fault: 

Which death,orab!cnce foone fhall remedy. 

Lyf. Sray,gentlc Helena : hcare tnyexcule. 

My loue,my life, my foule, faire Helena. 

Hf/.O excellent.' 

Hertn, S wcetc, doe not fcorne her lo* 

‘Dem. If (he cannot entreat, 1 can compel!. 

Z^/TThou canft compell no more, then fhe intreat. 

Thy threatshaue no more ftrength chen her weake praile. 
Helen t 1 loue thee, by my life I doe: 

Ifweare by that which I will iooic for thee; 

To prooue him falfe,that faics 1 loue thee not . 

Dem. l fay,I loue thee more then he can do. 

Lyf. Ifthou fayfo.wkhdrawe, and prooue it to. 

Dem. Quick come, 

Her.i;yWer,vvhercto tends allthis? 

Lyf Away, you Ethiof. 

Tkar.No.no :heelc 

Sceme to brcakeloofe :takcon as you would follow; 
Butyet come not' You are a tame man, go. 

Lyf. Hang of thou cat^ thou bur : vile thing let loofe; 

Or I will fhalce thee from mee,lvke a ferpent. _ 

H^r.Wliy are you grownefo rude? What change is thw^ 

Sweeteloue? 

Lyf Thy loue? Ourca way Tartar, outs 
Out loathed medcine : 6 hated potion hence. 

Her. Doe you not ieaft? 

H el. Yes footh : and fo doe you. 

Lyf. Demetrius, I will jceepe my word, with thee. 

Dm. I would 1 hadycur bond.Por Iperceiup, 

A weake bond holds you. lie not ttuft your word; 

IvL 



A Midlommermglues ctreame, 

Lyf. Whacr fhould I hurt her, ftrike her, Rill her dead? 
Although 1 hate her, lie not harmcherfo, 

Hrr, What? Can you do me greater harme.then hate? 
Hatemee, whereforefO me, wbatnewes,my loue? 

Am nod H?rraw<a?Arenot you Ly fancier? 

I am as faire now, asl was ere while. 
Sincenighr,youlou ! dmee;yet fincenight, you left mce* 
Why then, you left mec (othe godsforbidj 
In earneft, lhall I fay? 

Lyf. 1 , by my life: 

And neuer did defire to feethec more, 

Thcforebeoutof hope, of queflion, of doubts - 
Be certaine : nothing truer : tis no lead, 

Thatl doe hate thee,and loue Helena-, 

Her. O mee, you iuggler, you canker bloflbme 3 > ; 
Youthecfcoflcue: whar,haue you come by night. 

And fiolne myjouesheart, from him? 
k el. Fine, 1 faith. 

Haue you no modefty, no maiden fhame. 

No touch of bafhfulncffe? What, will youtenre 
Impatient anfweres,from my gentle tongue? 

Fy,fy, youcounterfaitjyoupuppetjyou, . 

Her. Puppet? Why fo? I, that way goes the game* . 
Nowlpercciue thatfhehathmadir compare, 

Betweene our ftatures, flic hath vrg’d her height., 

And with herperfcnagc,hertallperfonage. 

Her heightffotfooch) flic hath preuaild with him* , 

And areyou growne'fohigh in his e dee me, 

Becaufet am fo dwarfifh and folowe? 

Howlowcam 1 , thou painted May-poIe?Speake; 
Howlowcaml?l am not yet folowe, • ' 

But that my nailescan reach vnto thine eyes. 
hcI. I pray you, though you mocke me, gentleman, 

Let her not hurt me. I was neuer curds 
i haue no gift at all in fhrcwifhnefles 
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I am a right maid, for my cowardizer 

Let her not (hike mee.You perhaps, may think®, 

Becaufefhe is fomething lower then my felfe, 

That lean match her. 

WerXower? harke againc. 

Hel. Good Hermia, do not be fo bitter with mee* 

I euermorc did loue you Hermia, 

Did euer keepe ypur cotinlels,rieuer wrongd youj 
Sauethat inloac,vnto Demetrius, 

I tould him of your ftcalch vnto this wood. 

He followed you .* for loue, I followed him. 

But he hath chid me hence, and threatned mec 
Toflrike mee,fpurne mec;nay to kill race to. 

And nowjfo you will let me quiet goe. 

To Athens will 1 bearc my folly backe, 

Andfoliow you no further. Let me goe. 

You fee how fimple, and how fond I am, 

J&rw.Why? get you go,n. Who iR that hinders you? 
Hel, Afooliflihearcjthatlleauehcre behind. 

Her. What, with Lyfander ? 

HelJNnh Demetrius. 

Lyf. Be notafratd:(he fhall notharmethee Helena, 
Deme. No fir: (he fhall not, though you take her part, 
Hel. O, when flie is dngry,fhe is keejne and fhrevvd. 

She wasa vixen,whcn the wenctofchoole: 

And though fhe be but little, fhe is fierce. 

Her, Little againefNothing hut low and little? 

Why will you fufferher to flouce tnethus? 

Let me come to her. 

Lyf.Gti you gon, you dwarfe; 

You minimus, of hindring knot grafTejmadej 
You bead, you acorne ,< 

Deme, Y ou are too officious. 

In herbehalfe,thac fcornesyour fcrulces. 

5 Let her alone;fpeake not of Helena, 

Take 



A Midfommer nightes dreame, 

Takenot herpart . For ifthou doftintend 
Neuer fo little fheweofloue to her, 

Thou fhalt aby it. 

Lyf , Now fh e holdes me not : 

Now follow, if thou dartfjto try whofe right, 
Ofthineormine,ismoftin Helena, 

Deme . Follow?Nay:]le go with thee, cheekc by iowkt 
H er. Y ou, mifirefTe,all this coyle islong ofyou, 
Nay:goe not backe, 
h el. 1 will not truft you ,T, 

Nor lo nger fray in your curft comp any. 

Your hands, than mine, are quickerfor afrijys 
My hgges are longer though,to runne away. 

uer, I am amaz’d, and know not what to fay. Exeunt. 
Ob, This is thy negligence: (Hi! thou miftak’fti 
Orelfccoramitfithy knaueries wilfully, 

Putkz Beleeue mee,king ofihsdovves, l miflooke. 

Did not you tell race,! fihoud knowtheman. 

By the Athenian ga rm ents # he had on? 

And, lb farreblamdcffe prooues my enterprife. 

That 1 hatic noirrted an Cdtlmmt eyes; 

Andfo fane am!gSad,hfotlid fan, 

As this their tangling ] eficerne a (port- 
Ob, Theu fc eft., theft loucrs lecke a place to fights 
Hy therefore Robin, ouercafi the night. 

The Ratty welkin couer thou anon. 

With drooping fogge as black? as Athmn, 

And lead thefe icaby KiuaUlb affray, 

As one come not within anothws way. 

Like to Lyfanitr, foroctime frame thy tongue: 

Then fibre pemetrm vp,with bitter wrong: 

And fometime raile thou like Dmarim 
And froth each other, look® thou lead them thus* 

Till ore their broweSidcath-counterfaicingjflcepej 
With leaden legs, and Batty wings doth creepc: 

P Then 
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Then crufh this hearbe into Lyfandert eye; 

Whofe liquor hath this vertuous property, 

To take from thence all errour,with his might. 

And make his cyebalsroule with wonted fight. 

When they nexc wake, all this derifion 
Shall feemc a dreame,and ftuitelcffc vifion, 

Andbacke to ,*■&<:#/ lhall the loners wend. 

With league, whole date, till death fhall neuer end. 

Whiles I, in this affaire,doe thee imploy, 
lie to my Quecne and beg her/^/.J»boy: 

And then I will her charmed eye releafe 

From monfters vicwe,and all things fhall be peace. 

Fuck. My Faiery Lord, this muft be done with hafte. 

For nights fwift Dragons cut chc cloudstull faft. 

And yonderfhines Auroras harbinger: 

At whofe approach, Ghotts , wandring here and there, 
Troope home toCburchyards:damned fpirits all, 
Thatineroffcwaies andfloods haueburiall. 

Already to their wormy beds are gone: v 

For feare leaf! day ftiould looke their fham«s vpon, 

They wilfully themfelues exile from light. 

And muft for aye confort with black browed night* 

Ober. But we are Ipirits of another fort, 

I, with tire mornings loue, haue oft made (port. 

And like a forretter , the groues may tread 
Euen till the Eaficrne gate all fiery red. 

Opening on Neptune, with faire blcfied beames, 
Turncs,into yellow golde,hisfaltgreene ftreatnes. 

But notwiftanding, hafte, make no delay: ^ 

W e may efFeCl this Bufineffe, yet ere d ay. * 

Pn.Vp & dovvn,vp & down 5 l will lead them vp & downs 
I amfeard in field & town. lead them vp & downer 
Here comes one. Enter Lyfander. 

Ly/Where art thou ,proud DemetriuslSpeak thou now^l 
Mob, Here yillaine,drawne & ready. Where art thou? 
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1 will be with thceftraight. 
i lob. Follow me then to plainer ground. 

Enter Demetrius. . 

Derne. Lyfander , fpcake again e. 

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled? 

Spcake in fomc bufh. Where doeft thou hide thy head? 

Rob, Thou coward art thou bragging,to the ft arret. 
Telling the bufhes that thou look’ll for warres, 

And wilt not come? Come recreant, come thou childe, 
lie whippe thee with arodde.He is defil’d, 

Thatdrawes afword on thee. 

De, Yea,art thou there? 

Ro. Follow my voice: wcele try no manhood here. Exeat. 

Lyf. He goes before me, and ftilldaresmcon: 

When I come whcrehecalles,thenhcisgon. 

The villaineis much lighter heel’d then 1; 

Ifollowed faff jbutfaflerhedid fly; 

That fallen am I in darke vneauen way, 

Andhere will reft me. Come thou gentle day. 

For if but once, thou fbewc me thy gray light, 

Jle finde Demetrim^ and reuenge this fpight. 

Robin, WDemetrius. 

Robi, Ho,ho,ho;Coward,why comft thou not? 

Deme. Abide me,ifthoudar , ft,For well I wot. 

Thou runft before mce,fhiftiBg eucry place. 

And d*i4fifct ftand, nor looke me in the face. 

Where art then now? 

Rob, C© me hither.' J am hers . 

SD/Nay then thou moekft me.Theu (bat buy this dean 
Ifeuetl thy face by day light fee*. 

Now, goc thy wy.Faintncfie conftraineth mee, 

T o roeafure,out my lengthen this cold bed: 

By daies approach looke Co be yifited. 

Enter Helena, 

Hele. O vvesry night, Oloiig and tedious night, 

F* ----- Abate 
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Abate thy hourcs,flhine com forts, from the eaft; 

That I maybacketo Athens Joy day light* 

From thefc that my poore company aetcfl: 

And fleepe,thatfomctimesfbutsvp iorrowes eye, 

Stcale mee a while from mine owne coropanie. Sleeve, 
Rob. Yet butthrccPCome one more. 

Two of both kindes makes vp fower, 

Heare fheecoraes,curftandIadde. 

Cupid is a knauifhladde, 

Thustomakepoorefemales rnaddc. 

Her. Neuer fo \veary 3 ncuerfo in woe. 

Bedabbled with the deaw,and tornc with briers: 

I C3n no further crawle, no further goc: 

My legges can keepe no pafe with my defires. 

Here will 1 reft mec,till the breake olday: 

Hcauens flheIdcL;^.W#r,ifiheymcane afray. 

Rob. On the ground, flcepc found; 
lie apply your eye, gentle louer, remedy. 

When thou wak’ft, thou tak’ft 

True dclight,irnhe fight, ofthyformer ladies eye: 

And the country prouerbe knowne. 

That euery man fhould take his owne. 

In your waking (hall be fhowen, 
lucke ill all hau c /till noughtfhall goe ill: 

The man fliall haue his mare again, & all fhall be well. 
Enter Queen e of Faieries,4»<i Clonne^ntt^^lwt^d 
the king behindethenu. 

r Tita . Come fitthee downevpon thisflowry bed. 
While 1 thy amiable cheekes doe coy. 

And flick musk rofes in tby fleeke linoothhcad. 

And kiffe thy faire large eares,my gentle ioy* 

.Where’s Peufe-blojfotne? 

7ea. Ready, 

C/<w Scratch my heade,Pc.*/c-£/ 0 j/<>wtf.Whcr s s Moun- 
fieur Cobweb? Cc^, Ready, 

Clo. 



. 



A Miaiommer nigntcs areamc. 

Clo Mounfieur Cob*eb,good Mounfieur, get you your 
weapons in your hand, and kill me a red hipt Humble Bee, 
on the toppe of a thiflle : and good Mounheur, bring mce 
the hony bagge. Doc not fret your felfe too much, in the 
action, Mounfieur : and good Mounfieurhaue a care, the 
honvbaeee breake not , 1 wold be loath to haue you oucr- 
flowen with a honibag fgnior. Where’s Mounfieur Mttf- 

tardfeede? 

Ol iuft. Readie. 

flo.Gmc me your neafe, Mounfieur MnJlar*feede.Vti.'f 
you, Ieaue your curtfie,good Mounfieur, 

what’s your will? , _ , 

Clo. Nothing good Mounfieur , but to hclpeCaualery 
Cobw'ebbe, to fcratcb, Imufltothe Barbers , Mounfieur. 
For me thinkes I am maruailes hairy about the face, Andl 
am fuch a tender Afie, if my hairedoebut tickle mee, I 
muftferatch. 

Tit*. What,wiltthouhearefomemufique, my tweet* 

loue? • _ 

Clo. lhaue areafonable good earcin raufique. Lets 

haue the tongs, and the bone** 

lyta.Ot, fay fweete loue, what thou defireft to eate, 
Clo. Trucly a pecke of prouander. I could mounch your 
< 7 0 od dry Oates.Me thinkes,! haue a great defire to a boc. 
dc of hay. Good hay,fwcete hay hath no fellow, (hoord, 
Ty. 1 have a venturous Fairy, that fliall leekc the Squirils 
Andfetch thee newe nuts. 

Clo. 1 had rather haue a handfull, ortwoofdryed peale. 
But,i pray you.let none ofyour people ftirte me: I haue an 
expofition ot fleepe come vpon mce, 

Tyta. Slecpe thou, andl will winde theeinmy atmes, 
Faieriesbe gon, and be alwaiesaway. 

So doth the woodbine, the fweete Honifucklc, 

Gently entwift:the female luy fo 

Enrsngs the barky fingers of the Elme, ^ 
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0 how I louc thee. 1 how I dote on thee/ 

Enter Robin goodfcilow. 

Ob. Welcome good Robin .Sceti thou this fwccte fight? 
Her d ot age now I doe beginne to pittic. 

For meeting her oflate, behinde the wood. 

Seeking fwectc fauours for this hatefull foole, 

1 didvpbraid her, and fall out with hen 
For (he his hairy tern pies then had rounded. 

With coronet offrefh and fragrantflowers. 

And thatfame deawe whichfometimeon the buddes. 
Was wont to fwell,like round and orient pearlcs; 

Stood now within the pretty flou tiers eyes. 

Like teares,that did theirownc difgracebewaile. 

WhenI had,army plealurc,taunced her. 

And fhe, in milde tearmes,begd my patience,. 

I then did aske of her, her changeling childe: 

Which ftraightfhe gauc mce,and herFairy fent 
To beare him, to my bower, in F airic land. 

And now I haue the boy, Iwillvndoe 
This hatefull imperfedhon of her eyes. 

And, gentle PtecI^, take this transformed fcalpc, 

From of the headc ofehis Athenian fwaine; 

That hec,aw»king when the other do. 

May all to Athens backe againe repaire. 

And thinkc no more of this nights accidents. 

But as the fearcc vexation ofa dreame. „ 

But firft I will releafe theFairy Qtieene. 

Be,as thou waft wont to bee: 

See, as thou waft wont to fee. 

Diaxs budde, or Cupids flower. 

Hath fuch force, and blefledpower* 

Now,my Tttanix, wake you ,my fweete Queene. 

Tittt. My Oberon, what vifions haue I feene/ 

Me thought I was enaroourdofan Affe, 

O^.There lyesyourioue. 



A Mid/ommernightcs dreame* 

rita. How came thefe things to pafle? 

O,how mine eyes doe loath his vifagenow/ 

Ob. Silence a while. Robin, take offthis head: 

Titania ,muficke call, and ftnke moredead 
Then common fleepe : of all thefe, fine the fenfe. 

T i. Mufick,howe mufick:fuch as charraeth fleepe/ pcepe. 
Rob, Now, when thou wak’ft, with thine own fools eyes 
O^.Sound Mufick:comc,my queen,take hands with me,, 
And rocke the ground whereon thefe fleepers be. 

Now, thou and I are new in amide. 

And will to morrow midnight, folemnely 
Daunce, in Duke Thefe/tshoufe triumphantly^ 

And bleffe itto all faire profperitie. 

There fhall the pairesof faithfulllouersbc 
Wedded, with Thefew,z\\ iniollirie* 

Rob, Fairy King,attcnd, and market 
I do beare the morning Larke, 

O^.Then my Queene,in filence fadj 
Trip.pe we after nights flhade: 

Wc, thcGlobe,can compafle foone* 

Swifter then the wandring Moone. 

T/f4,Come my Lord,and in our flight. 

Tell me how it camethis nighfej 
That 1 deeping here was found. 

With thefe mortals on the ground* Exeunt 

Enter Th e feus and all his traine. KRtttde home, 

The.Goe oneofyou,finde out theforrefter; 

Fornowour obferuation is performdc. 

And fincewe haue the vaward of the day. 

My loue fhall heare the mu fieke of my hounds, 
VncouplCjin the wefterne vallie,let them goe: 

Difpatchl fay, and finde theforrefter. 

Wee will,fairc Quecne,vp to the mountaincs topped 
And marke the muficall confufion 
OfhoundsandHchoin coniun&ioni 

F4 * H ipfolr 
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Hif .\ was with we r cults and Cadmus, once. 

When in a wood of Creete they bayed the Bearc, 

With hounds of Sparta : neuerdidlheare 
Such gallant chiding. Forbeftdcs the groucs. 

The skyesjthe fouutaincs,cuery region ncare 
Seemc all one mutuall cry, I ncucr heard 
So muficall adifeord, fuchfweete thunder, 

ThefMy hounds arc bred out of the Spartane kinder 
So flew’d, fo fanded .• and their heads are hung 
With eares,thatfweepeaway the morning cieawe, 
Crooke kneed, and dcawlapc,likc Thejfa’ian Buis; 
Sloweinpurfuit; butmatchtinmouthlike bcls. 

Each vnder each. A cry more tunable 

Was ncuerhollowdto,norchecrd with borne, 

In Creete, in Sparta,not inThejfaly. 

Iudge when you heare. But fofr.What nymphes are thefc? 

Egens % My Lord, this my daughter hccrc a fleepc. 

And this Ly funder , this Demetrm is, 

T his Helena, old Nedars Helena. 

I wonder of their being here together, 

7Tn?.No doubt, theyrofe vp earely,to obferuc 
The right ofMay : and heating our intent. 

Came heere,tn grace of our folcmnitie. 

But fpeafce, Egeus, is not this the day. 

That Hertma fhould giue anfvver oi her choycc? 

Egeus . It is, my Lord. ( home *„ 

Thefe, Goe, bid the huntfmen wake them with their 
S hottte within : they all [i art vp, iPinde kernes. \ 

The . Good morrow, friends. Saint P^lrnfm ispaft. 
Begin thefe wood birds but to couple,novv? 

Lyf. Pardon, my Lord. 

■the. I pray you all, Hand vp, 

Iknow,you two are Riuall enemies. 

Howcomesthis gentle concordin the worldc, 

That hatred is fo farre from iealoufic. 

To 
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To fleepe by hate, and feare no enmitie, 

LyfMy Lord,I fhal reply amazedly, 

Halfeflecpc, halfe waking, But,as yet, I fwcare, 

I cannot truely lay how I came here. 

But as I thinke (for truely would 1 fpeake) 

And now I doe bethinke mee,fo it is; 

I came with HcrwM,hither,Our intent 
Was to be gonfrom Athens: where we might 
Without the perill of the %/fthenian lawe, 

Ege, Enough,enough my Lord : you haue enough. 

I beege the law,the law, vpon his head: 

They would haue ftolne a Way, they would, Demetrius *, 
Thereby to haue defeated you and me: 

You of your wife,<and mce, ofmy confcnt: 

Ofmy confent,that (he fhould be your wife. 

Deme. My Lord/aire Helen told me of their Health, 
Of this their purpofe hither, to this wood. 

And I in fury hitherfollo wed them; 

Faire Helena, in fancy following mec. T 

But my good Lord,I wote not by what power 
(But by fome poweritis>nyloue. 

To Hernia ( melted as thefnowej 

Seemes to me now as the remembrance of an idle gaude 9 

Which in my childehoode I did dote vpon: 

And all thefaith,the vertueof my heart. 

The obieft and the pleafure of mine eye, 

Is onelyHc/c«f*.Toher,myLord, 

Was I betrothed, erel fee Hermia: 

But, like a ficknefle,did 1 loath this foode. 

But,as inhealth, come to my naturall tafie. 

Now I doe wifh it,loue it, long for it. 

And will for eucrmore be true to it. 

The. Faire louers,you are fortunately met, 

Ofthis difcourfe,we more will here anon, 

G EgetiS) 
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EgtuSf T will ouerbcare your will: 

For in the Temple, by and by, with vs, 

Thefe couples {ball eternally be knit. 

And, for the morning now is fomthing worne. 

Our purpoi’d hunting ilaall be fet afide. 

Away, with vs, to Athens. Three and three, 

Weeleholde a feaft,in great folenioitie. Come Hyppolita, 
Detne , Thefe thin gs ieeme (mail and vndiftingmfix.able. 
Like farre offmountaines turned into clouds. 

Her, Me thirties 1 fee thefe thffigs,with parted eye. 

When cucry thing feemes double. 

Hil . So mee thJnfces: 

And TiiauefonndX>e.wtf/r««,like aiewcll. 

Mure owne,and not mine owne. 

Detn. Are yon fure 
That we are awakeflt feemes to me, 

Thatyet wc fleepe, wc dreame. Do not you thinks, 

The Duke was here, and bid vsfollow him? 

Her. Yea, and myfathcr, 

Hel. And Hyppe/ita, 

Lyf Andhe did bid vsfollowtothe Temple, 

Dew.Why thcn,weare awakertets follow him, and by 
the way lets recount our dreames. 

Clo. Whcnmycuecomes,call mee,andlwill anfwere, 
'My next is, mo ft fii re e Pyramus, Hey ho. Tec nr Quince ? 
F/me^Uc bcllowes mender? Snout the tinker ? Startle ling? 
Gods my iifc/Stolne hefice,and left mee a lkepe?Ihaue 
had amoftratevifioh. Ihauchada dreame, patt the wit 
of man, to fay; what dreame it was.Manisbut anAfie, if 
hee gocaboutexpotind this dreame. Me thought 1 was, 
there is no man can tell what. Me thought 1 was, and me 
thoughtlhad. But man is but patchtafoole. If bee will 
offer to fay* what mec thought 1 had. Theeye of man 
hath not heard, the care of man hath not fecnc, mans 

hand 
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hand is not able to tafte, his tongue to con ceiue, nor his 
heatte co report , what my dreame was, I will get Pe- 
ter Quince to write a Ballet of this dreame : it fhallba 
call’d 'Bottoms Dreame’, becaufe it hath no botcome : and 
I will fingit in the latter endof aPlay,before the Duke. 
Peraduenturc , to makeitthemoregratious, 1 fiiall fing 
it at her death. 

Enter Quince, Flute, Thisby and the rabble. 

Quin, Hauc you fent to Bottoms houfe? Is he come 
home, yet? 

F/ut, Hee cannot be heard of. Out ofdoubt he is tranf- 
ported. 

Thyf. if hee come not, then the Play is mard. It goes 
not forward. Doth it? 

Quin. It is not poffible. You baue not a man, in all A- 
thensy able to difeharge Pyramus,bux.hc. 

7hy(. No , hee hath fimplythe beft wit of any handy- 
craft man , in Athens. 

Quin. Yea, and the beft perfonto, and hee is a very 
Paramour ,forafweete voice, 

Thif Youmuftfay, Paragon, A Paramour is ( God 
bleflc vs) a thing of nought. 

Enter Snug, the Ioyner ♦ 

Snug. Matters, the Dukeiscommingfrom theTem- 
ple, and there is two or three Lords and Ladies more 
married. If our fport had gon forward, wee had all 
beene made men, 

Thyf. O fweete bully Bottome, Thus hath hee loft .fix 
penceaday,during his life; hee couldenot haue fcaped 
fixe pence a day . Andthe Duke had not giuen hinifix 
pence a day, for playing 'Tyramus , lie be hanged* 

He would haue deferued it.Sixpenceaday^in/'/Mw^r, 
G a o£ 
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or nothing* 

gnttr Bottom. 

Bot Where arethefe lads? Where are thefc harts? 

Quin, Hot tom, 6 moft couragious day/O moft happy 

h °Boit Matters,! amto difeourfe wonders : butasbeme 
not what. For if I tell you,! am not true Athena*. I will 
tell you euery thing right as it fell out. 

Quin. Let vsheare/weete^ww. , 

Bot 4 Not a word of mee, AH that ! will tell you,is , that 
the Duke hath dined. Get your apparrell together , good 
firings to yourbeardes, new ribands to yourpumpes, 
mcetc prefently at the palace, euery manlooke orebispart. 

For, the fliort and the long is, our play is pre'erd , 'n ary 

cafe let Tbifby haue cleane linnen : and let not him , that 
piaies the Lyon, pare hisnailes: tor they fhalJ hang out 
for the Lyons clawes. Aodmoftdeare A£or«, eateno O- 
nions, nor garlicke ; for we ateto vttcrfweete breath rand 
f do not doubt but to hear them is a fweete Comedy* 

No more wordes*Away,go away. 

Enter Thelbus, Hyppolita, WPniloftrate. 
uip, Tis (Iran ge, my 7"i&e/«w>thatthe(e louers fpeake or 0 
T he. More ftraunge then true. 1 neuer may beleeuc 
Thefe antique fables, nor thefe Fairy toyes, 

Louers,and mad men haue fuch Teething braines. 

Such (haping phantafies,that apprehend more. 

Then coolereafon euer comprehcnds.Thclunatick, 

The louer, and the Poet are of imagination all compact. 
One fees more diuels,then vaft hell can holde: 

That is the mad man, Thelouer,all asfrantick. 

Sees Helens beauty in a brow of \y£gyft. 

The Poets eye, in a fine frenzy, rolling, doth glance 
From heauen to eatth,from earth to heauen. And as 
Imagination bodies forth the formesof things - 
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A Midlommer mgntes areame. 

Vnknowne : thePoetspenne tunes them to Ibapes, 

And eiues to aycry nothing, a locall habitation, 
Andaname. Such trickes hath ft tong imagination. 

That ifit would but apprehend feme loy. 

It comprehends fome hunger ofthat loy. 

Or in the night, imagining tome fearc, 

Howeafie is abulbtuppofdaBcare? 

wvp. But, all the ftory ofthe night told ouer. 

And all their minds transfigur’d io together, 
Morewitnefleth than fancies images. 

And growesto fomething ofgreat conftancys 
But: owfoener, ftrange and admirable. _ . 

E ter Louers-, Lyfander,Dcmcmus,HermiaW- 

Helena. 

vke. h ere come the 1 ouers, full of ioy and mirth* 
Ioy^entk friends,ioy and frefhdaies 

k Tfc^Come now rwhat maskes, what daunces fhall wee 
To weare awav this long age of three hours,betwcene 
Or after fupper, & bed- time? Where isourvfual manager 
OfmirthfWhatRcuels arc in hand?Is ehcreno p 
To cafe the anguilh ofa torturing howerr Call Pbiloflratt* 
Philo fir ate. Hete mighty Thefeus* 

T&f*Say,what abridgementhaue you for this eueningt 
Whatmaske,whac muficke? how fhall we beguile 

The lazy tyme,ifnot with fome delight. 

P^*creisabriefe 3 hown^n^q^^ 

Make c hoyce,ofwhtch your Highnefle will fee firft. 

T&e.The battell with the cer.taurest.obe lung. 

By an AthcntanEwMcbe, to the Harpe? 

Wcele none of thar.That baue I tolde my louc, 
in olorv of my kinfman Hercules , 
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dreame. 



Tearing the thracian finger, in their rage? 

That is an olde dcuife : and it was plaid. 

When I from Thebe! came laft a conquercr. 

Thethrife three Mufcs, mourningfor the death 
Oflearning,latcdeceafl,in beggery? 

That is fome Satin rbeenc and critical!. 

Not forting with a nuptiall ceremony. 

A tedious briefc Scene ofyoung Tyramut 
And his loue rhi/bj- yery tragicall mirth? 

Merry, and tragicall?! edious,atid brief e? That k hot lie, 
And wodrous Hrange fno w. How (hall we find the cocord 
Of this difeord? 

Phtlofi, A Play there is,my Lord, fome ten words long; 
Which is asbriefe,asl haueknowne a play : 

But,by ten words, my Lord it is too long: 

Which makesit tedious* For in all the Play, t 
There is not one word apt, one player fitted. 

And tragicall, my noble Lord,it is. For Pyramus , 

Therein, doth kill himfelfe. Which when 1 faw 
Reheairtjlmuftconfeffe, made mine eyes water: 
Butmoremerry tearesthepaffionofloud laughter 
Neuer fhed, 

Thefe, What are they,that doe play it? 

Phil. Hard handed men,that workein Athens here. 
Which neucrlabour’d in their minds till now: 

And now haue toyled their vnbreathed memories. 

With thisfamc Play, againfi your nuptial!. 

The. And wee will heare it. 

Thi. No,my noble Lord ,it is nor feryou, Ihaueheard 
It oner, and it is noth i ng, nothing in the world; 

V nieffe you can finde (port in their entencs , 
Extreamelyfiretchr,ar.d cond with cruell paine. 

To do you fetuice. - 

T/je.Iwill heare that play. For neuer any thing • »- 
Can be amiffe,when fimplehefle and duety tender if, 

Goe 




Goe bring them in,and take your places, Ladies. 

rip loue not to fee wretchednetfc orccharged; 
AndduetV>inhis Icruice, perifhing. 

T^.Why, gentle fyirecte, you ftiallfee no fuch thing* 

JJtp. He fayes, they candoe nothing in tins kinde. 

T he. The kinder we.togiue them thanks, for nothing. 
Our fport (ball be,to take what they mi Hake. 

And what poorc duty cannot doe, noble refpeft 
Takt sit-in might, not merit. 

Where I haue come, great Cietkes hauc purpofed 
To greetc me, with premeditated welcomes; 

Where I haue feene them fliiuer and lookc pale. 

Make periods in the midtt of fenteaces. 

Throttle their pra&iz’d accent in their feares. 

And ineonclufion dumbly haue broke off. 

Not paying mee a welcome. T rufl me, fweete, 

Out ofthis iilence,yet, 1 pickt a welcome: 
AndinthemodeRy of fcarcfullduty, 

1 read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of faucy and audacious eloquence. 

Loue, thcrefore,and tong-tide Simplicity, 

In leaft,fpeakemoH,to my capacity* _ . 

PbHoft. So pleafe your Grace, the Prologue is addrclti, 
Jink . Let him approach. 

Enter the Prologue , 

7Vf^fwec offciTd,itis with our good will. 

That you fhould thinke, we come not to offend. 

But with good will. To fhew our fitnple skill. 

That is the true beginning of our end. 

Confidcrthen,we come but in defpight. 

We doe not come,as minding to content you, 

Our true intent is. All for your delight. 

Wee are not here. That you fhouldheic repentyou, 
TheAdlorsare athand: and, by theirlhowe, 
Youlballknowall, that you are like to knoyve, 

‘ G 4 rhe t 



A Miaiommermguios uic<mic, 

r^.This fellow doth not ftand vpon points- 
Lyf He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colte ;hee 

knowesnottheftoppe, AgoodmoraUmyLord.lt is not 

enough to fpcake ; but to tpcake true. 

Z/yp, Indeed he hath plaid on this Prologue, hke a child 
on a Recorder, a found; but not in gouernement. 

rke. His fpeach was like a tangled Chaine; nothing im» 
paired,but all difordered. Who is next? 

£«ter Pyramus, «*»dThisby,W Wall,WMoone- 
fhine,<WLyon. 

Prologue. Gentlcs,perchanceyou wonder at this Ihow. 
But,wonder on,till truthe make all things plainc. 

This manis Pyr*mtu t ifyou would knowe: 

This beautious Lady Tbfoy is certaine. 

This man, with lyme and roughcal+,doth prelent 
Wall, that vile wall,which did thefc louers funder: 

And through wals chinke, poore foules,they arc content 
To whifper. At the which ,let no man wonder. 

This man,with lanterne, dogge,and bulh of thorne, 
Prefenteth moone-Ihine.For ifyou will know. 

By moone-lhine did thefc louers thinke no fcorne 
To meete at Afi#«rtombe, there, thereto woo e; 

This grizly bead {which Lyon hight by nam e) 

The xxuPtyrhyfty , comtningfirft by nighr, . « 

Did fcarrcaway,orrather did affright: 

And asfhefled,her mantle (he did fall: _ o*- 

Which Lyon vile with bloody mouth did ftaine. 

Anon comes Pyramtu ,fweete youth, and tall, 
Andfindcshis truffy Thifhyex mantle flaine: 

Whereat, with blade,withbloody blamefull blade, 
Hebrauelybroacht his boyling bloody bread. 

And Tbifby, tarying in Mulberry fhade. 

His dagger drewe, and dyed. For all the reft. 

Let Lyon, Moone -fame, Wall, and louers twaine, 
Atlarge difcourfe,wh;lehere they doe remaine, 



AMidlommernigntes arcamc. 

ml “ yA *£rtLyor,,Tby S by,WMoon e ft>iK. 

pyall. In thisfame enterludcit doth befall. 

That \,onc Flute (by name) prefeota wall: 

And luch a wall, as I would haue you chinice 

S^SgS^^oneao.KIhowc, 

That I am that fame wall : the truth is io. 

And this the cranie is, right and limiter, 

Throueh which the fearefull louers are to whifper. 

T 7k S WouIdyoudefirelimeandhairetofpeakebetter? 

‘Dome. It is the wittiefl partition, th at eucri heard di - 

C °Tbe[pllm V Jdtwcs neare the walhfilence. 

Pv- O grim lookt nighr, o night,with hue fo blacke, 

O night, which euer art, when day is not: 

0 nighr,0 night, alackc, alackf, alacke, 

1 feare my Thisbyes promife is forgot. 

And thou & wall, 6 fweete, olouely wall. 

That ftandftbetweeneher fathers ground and mine, 
Thou wall, 6 wall, O fweete and louely wall, 

Showe mee thy chinke, to blink through,with mine eyne f 
Thankes cutteous wall Joac fhield thee well,for this. 

Eut what fee I ? No Thifby doc 1 tee. 

O wicked wall, through whome I fee no b.ilie, 
Curftbethy llones, for thus deceiuing mee, 

■the. The wall mee thinkes, being fenfrblejiould cutfc 

a8 pjr No,in truth Sir, he ftiould not SDectww mee is 
Tbifbyes cucifhc istoenternow,andl amtoipy 
Her through the wall* You (hall feeitvviUfaii 
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-/nviKiiuunner mgRfcs dreame. 

Pat as I told you : yon Jer Hie comes* Enter rhi/ky f 

•rtif.Owd!, full often haft thou heard my moncsj 
Forpaiting my fairc Pyramtu, and mee. 

My cherry lips haue often kill thy ftoncs; 

Thy ftonesj with lime and hayire knit now againe, 

Pyra . I fee a voice : now will I to the chinke. 

To fpy and I can hears my Thifbyes face.T 'hyf&ji 
ybif. My loue thou art, my Ioue I thinkc. 
vy. Thinkc what thou Wilt, I am thy loners Graces 
And, like Limander, am I trufty ft ill, 
t kif s Andl,like Helen y\W the fates mekill, 

V)ra. Not S hafalus } to proertuyw as fb true. 
thij. As S hafalus to vrccrus, I toyou. 

F/r, O kifle nice, through the hole of this vildc walb 
Thifi Ikifle the wa lies hole; notyourlipsat all. 
vyr. Wilt thou, a t Hinnies tomb c,me ete me ft ra igh t way? 
T^.Tide life, tyde death, I come without delay. 

W > «/, Thus haue I , Wally my part difehargedfo; 

And, being done, thus wall away doth goe. 

D»4.Nowis theMoon vfed between the two neighbors, 
Deme. Noremedy,my Lord., when wals are fo wilfuIl,to 
heare without warning. 

Dtetch^IhWts the iiliieft ftuffe,that cuer I heard, 

^ Duke. Thebeft, inthiskinde 3 are but ihadowes : and 
the worft are no worfc) ifimagination amend them, 
Dutch, Itmuft be your imagination,then;& not theirs. 
.D«.^,Iftveimagine no worfeofehem,thenthey of the- 
felueSjthey may pafie for excellent men. Here come two 
noble beafts, in a man and a Lyon. 

Enter Lyon, rfWMoone-fhine, 

Lyon. You Ladies,youf' whofe gentle hearts do fcare 
1 he fmalleft monftrous moufe,that creepes on floorej 
May now,pcrchance, both quake and tremble here, 
When Lyon rough, in wildeft rage, doth roarc. 

1 hen know that I, as . Snug theloyner am 
‘ ‘ h 
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A Lyon fell, nor elfe no Lyons damme, 

For,if I ihou!d,as Lyon, come in ftrife. 

Into thisplace 5 ’twerepitty on my life. 

T) u u A very gentle beaft . and ofa good confcience. 

X>^^.Thevcrybcftat abcaft/vnyLord^tbacerc Ifaw* 

Lyf. This Lyon is a very fox/or his valour. 

True: and a goofe for his diferetion. 

D<?,Not fo my Lord.For his valour cannot carry his dil- 

cretion rand thefoxcarriesthegoofc, 

Duk His diferetion, I am fure, cannot carry his valour. 
For the goofc carries not the fox. It is well rleaue it to his 
difcretion,and let v# liften to the Moone. 

Moone. This lantborne doth the horned moone prefent. 
Deme Me fhould haue worne the home s,on his head. 
D«£.He is nocrefcent,andhis homes are inuifible,withr 
in the circumference. - . 

Moone % This lanthorne doth the horned moone prelent. 
My felfe,the roanith Moone,doe feeme to be, 

Duke. This is thegreateft errourofail the reft ;theman 
fhould be put into the lanthorne, How is it elfe the man ith 

Moone? , ' , • 

Deme. He dares not come there ,for the candle . tot, 
you fee, it is already in fnufte, (change, 

Dutch , I am aweary of th is Moone « W ould hee woulde 
Dukf * It appcares,by his fmalllight of diferetion , that 
hee is in the wane :but yet in curtefie, in all reafon,wcc 
muftftay the time, 

Z^/is!.Proceede,Moone« . 

Moon, All that I hauetofay,istotellyou, that the lan- 
shorneisthe Moone,l themanith Moone, this thosnebufli 
my thorne bufh, and this dogge my dogge, 

Deme. Why?All tliefc fhould be in the lanthorne ; for all 
thefe are in the Moone, Butfilencc there comes Th>fby t 
Enter Thifby, 

Ti?,This is ould Ninies tumbe. Where is my loue?£yo»,Oh» 

H 2 Demetrius 



■ 
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AiYlidiommer nigtites drcanie. 

r Dem, Well roard, Lyon. 

Duke, Well runne,T htfby, 

DutcheJJe.Wdl {hone A/<w»#.Tru!y,the Moone Alines* 
with a good grace. 

Dak . Well mouz’cl, Lyo*. 

Dent. And then came Pyramtu. 

Lyf, And lo the Lyon vanifht. 

Enter Py ramus. 

PyrSweete Moone,I thankc thce/or thy funny beams, 
I thanke thee, Moonc,torfliining now Co bright. 

For by thy gratious,golden, glittering bcamcs, __ 

I trufi to take of truclLTfi//iy'figtiti- - — 

But flay .•oTpTght/ but markc,poore knight. 

What dreadfull dole is here? 

Eyes do you fee/ How can it bee. 1 
O dainty duck, o dcare/ 

Thy mantle good,what, ftaind with blood? 

Approach ye Furies fell, 

O faces coniOjCome, cut thread and thrumme, 
Quaile,crufh, conclude, and quell. 

Duke. This paflion,& the death of a dearefriend would 
goe neere to make a man looke fad. 

Dutch. Bcflhrewe my heart, but I pitty the man* 

Pyr. O, wherefore, Nature, did ft thou Lyons frame? 
Since Lyon vilde hath here tic flour’d my dcare. 

Which i$,no, no : which was the faireftdame 
That liu’d, chatlou’d, that lik’t,that lookt with chcere* 
Come tearcs, confound, out fword, and wound 
The pappe of Pyramm: 

I, that leftpappe, where heart doth hoppe. 

Thus dy I, thus,thus,thus. 

Now am 1 dead, now am 1 fled, my foule is in the sky,. 
Tongueloofethy light, Moonetake thy flight. 

No w dy, dy, dy,"dy, dy. 

UiWj.NoDie^but an ace for him.Forhc is but one* 




?,;, ^MidIdmnier nignrcs urcauic. 
r ,r Lefl'e then an ace.man. For he is dead, he is nothing. 
Duke With the helpeofa Surgeon,he might yet reco- 

JSSSfr * * better : hefpr i titan i God watnd w. 
^j/Sbebathfpietl him already,;™'* *<* (WeettgM. 
SrAtape mj S'wS.dcad my douc? 

Speake|fpeake. duite dumbcfDeadjdead.’ Atumbe 
Mart couer thy fweetc eyes. 

Thefe hliy lipped this cherr y ? ole » 

Thefe yellow cowflippe cheekes 
Ate gon, are gon : louers make monc s 
His eyes were greene, asleekes, 

OfiHeisthtce,comc,come,tomee, 

With hands as pale as milke, 

lay them in gore,fincey ou haue fliore 
With ftieeres,h\s threede of Hike. 

Tongue, not a word : come tru fly wor , 

Come blade,my breaft imbrews 
And farewellhiends : thusT hjfhy ends: 

• A ^^3^^and Lyon arc left to bury the dead* 

Lyo» e No,l aflure you, the wall is downe, that parted 
their fathers. Willit^afhyjou,tofc^eEpd^^ 
heate a Bcrgomaske daunce, between two of our C0 P^Q 
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Exeunt 




* xTiwiviiiuici luguts urcame* 

Duke, No Epilogue, Iprayyou, ForyourPlayncccfs no 
cxcuic.Neuere xcufe: For wn cn the Play crs are ail deade, 
there neede none to be blamed, Mary, ifh ec that writ ir, 
had played Tyramus, and hangd himlelfein Thifbier gar- 
ter, it wouldhauebcenc a fine Tragedy ; and foit is truely 
and very notably diicharg’d.But come your Burgomaskc 
let your Epilogue alone. 

The iron tongue ofmidnight hath tolde twelue. 
Louersto bed,tisalmoft Fairy time. 

1 feare we fhall outfleepe the comming morne. 

As much as wee this night haue ouerwatch t. 

This palpable grofte Play hath well beguil’d 
The heauie gate of night. Sweete friends, to bed. 

A fortnight holde we this folemnitie, , 

In nightly Reuels, and new iollity, 

£»rerPucke, 

Tuck . Now the hungry Lyons roares. 

And the wolfe beholds the Moonej 
Whilfl the heauie ploughman fnores. 

All with weary taske foredoone. 

Now the walled brands doe glowe, 

Whilfl the fcriech«owle,fcriechinglowd, 

Puts the wretcb,that lyes in woe. 

In remembrance of a fhrowde. 

Now it is the time of night. 

That the graues, all gaping wide, 

Euery one lets forth his fpnght. 

In theChurchway patbsto glide, 

Andwee Fairies, that docrunne. 

By the triple Hecates tcame, 

Fro m th e pre fen cc ofthe S u nne. 

Following darkenefle like a dreamt. 

Now are frollicfc-not a mou fe 
Shall dillurbe this hallowed houfe. 

1 am feat, with broom e, before, 






A Midfommer nightes dreame. 

To fweepe the duft,behinde the dore. 4 

Enter King and Queene ofFairier,mthatt their trair.e „ 
Ob , Through the houfe giuc glimmering light. 

By the dead and drowfic fier, 

Eucry Elfe and Fairy fpright. 

Hop as light as birde from brier, , , J 

And this dittic after meeting, and daunce it toppingly, 
T/ta.Firftrehearfeyourfong by rote, 

To each word a warbling note. 

Hand in hand,with Fairy grace, 

Will we ling and bleffe this place, 

0£.Now,vntill chcbreakeofday, 

Through this houfe, each Fairy ilray. 
to thebeft bride bed will wees 
Which by vslhallbleffedbe: 

And the iffue,there create, 

Euer Chall be fortunate: 

So ihall all the couples three 
Eucr true in louing be: 

And the blots of natures hand 
Shall not in their iflue Band . 

Neuer mole, hare-lippe,nor fcarre. 

Nor maike prodigious, fuch as are 
Defpifedin natiuitic. 

Shall vpon their children be. 

With this field deaw confecrate, 

Euery Fairy take his gate. 

And each feuerall chamber blefie. 

Through this palace, with fwcetepeace, 

Euerfnall in fafety reft. 

And the owner ofit bleft* 

Trippe away i make no flays 
Mectemeall,bybrcakeofday, Exeunt , 

Robin. If we ihado wes h aue offended, 

Thinke but this (and all is mended^ 
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That you haue but flumbred here. 
While thefc vifions did appeare. 

And this wcake and idle theame. 

No moreyieldingbut a dreame. 
Gentles, doc not reprehend. 

If you pardon, wee will mend, 

And, as 1 am an honeft < P«e£ J 
]f we haue vnearned luck. 

Now to fcapc the Serpents tongue. 
We will make amends, ere long: 
Elfe,the Puckzlytt call. 

So,good night vnto you all. 

Giue meyour hands, if webe friends: 

And Rohm fhall reftore amends. 
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